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PROLOGUE, 159 


| WRITTEN BY GEORGE COLMAN, ESQs 544 
Spoken by Mr. FAWCETT, for 
SOME Hypereritic eries; in ev’ry age, 1B 04 


“ον rich the paft, how poor the prefent Stage |?’ 
So undertakers fay, on cofpfes fed, 
‘* Al! there’s no man of value till he’s dead ! 
Some felf-made ARISTARCHYs ever fits, 
Like a Judge Jerreries, over modern wits, 
Bullies upon the benchewhis upright plan, 
Firft to absfe, then execute the man. 
Still thrives our Stage, {till feems there vigour in’t ts 2 
For you {mile here, while cynics {cowl in print, ie 
Plain proof, you think, whate’er our Stage may Be, ς᾽ 
Such critics infinitely wotfe than we! 
Yet far from us, one murmur to repeat, hi 
When Liberal Cenfure fills the judgment feat, ΤΙ 
We thank the hand that points, with gentle art, 
The αὐ δι δὲ lancet to fome morbid part; 
The butcher, with his hatchet, ’tis we hate, 
Who kills, where able furgeons amputate. 
If we give traf, as fome few pertlings fay, 
Why flocks an audience nightly to the Play ὃ 
If we be found immoral in our fcene, 
What does the Law’sreftraint on Drama’s mean? 
To ftate the firft, they laugh at yox alone— 
ο΄ To ftate the laft, is /belling the Throne*. 
_ Truth is, when impulfe can be faisly roufed, 
a Smiley tear, or grin, by you ourarts efpoufed.. . 
 Elowever pedants preach, you'll think thofe fools,” 5 
” “Who laugh or cty by Ariftotle’s rules, * 
And, while a laugh or cry is to be had, 
Authors and actors can’t be very bad. 
Oh! may this doérine be allow’d to night, 
And be a laugh—broad laugh—your chief delight! 
Look not with eyes of critical difdain, 
But favour one who {trives to entertain ἡ 


- : 


* An A& of Parliament has vefted the power of licenfing and fuppre Sng cha 
reprefentation of Dramas in his Majefty’s Lord Chamberlains 


MY σὰ 
of & 


DRAMATIS, PERSON.&. 


*Squite ΕΔ}, 2 2 J 2°! Mr; Cuapman. 
Sordid, - - - 4 s 2 «Mr. Grove. 
Kalendar, - - 2) - 2 2 Mr: Fawcert. - 
. Edwardes τς ἄνουν τοι Mr. Rag. 
Lucklefs, - «© - - » = Mr. DeCamp. . 
Andrew, - © «τς Mr. Nosre.. 
Spriggins, - - - = - « Mr. Matnews. 
O’Gimlet, . - - - 2. Mr. Denman. 
Flourith (with a Song.) - -  Mr.Lisron. — 
Black Bob, + - - = + = Με, Hatton. 
Dapper, . - 2 = = = ~ Mr. Menace. 
Robert, - «ὁ « « = = = Mr. Parstoz. 
Thomas, + - = = - - Mr. Jounston. 
Dick, + - 2 = = - - Mr. Goopwin, Junr. 


Mrs. Prue, - ~ = © = » ‘Mrs. Power. 
Mary Flail, - - «= τ. Mrs. Maruews. 
Jenny, - - © + = « + Mrs.Gipss. 
oa’ ip Lucklefs (with a Song) Mifs Tyner. 


The circumftance introducedin the following piece, of the building of a houfe 
in one night, is formed on a fact :--Hampftead Heath is the fpot, where a beauti- 
fu] cottage, fo conftruéted, is ftill in being. The charaéter of Spriggins, with his 
zepetition of ἐς J bewe forty pounds a-year,” &c.is alfo copied from an ezifting 
original. : 


ἡ 


fwe Miles off; or the Finger Poji. 


_ ACT I. 
SCENE—A Park Lodge—Sun-rije. 
Emer Enwarp. 


_ EDWARD. 

Wirn what exhilarating frefhnefs does the breath 
of morn enliven the furrounding landfcape, and how 
eagerly do ‘the. fweets of nature feem to ftarn from 
their luxuriant beds, to hail the rifing fun; ’tis thus 
the cheering blaze of profperity gladdens all, except 
the wretched few, who, like myfelf, are doomed to 
wither in the fhade‘of poverty! (knocks at the lodge 
door} -Who have-I-to blame? the man who unju/tly 
fuffers, has innate-virtue to fuftain his fortitude, while 


" “ 
Enter Απυβεν from the Lodze. 


Edw Well; my old fofter-father ! 

And, My poor young mafter—and on /foet too ἢ 

Ἑάω. 1 have come’ hither in hopes— . 

And: Which’ won't help you on your way back—~ ἡ 
yourill-ufed father—. 

Edw.’ Mentiow him:not—I -fearcely have reco- 
vered the fhock his death has given me. ~ 

and, Jt was a bad day for his tenants, ἃ woefui 
hour for his fervants. ΄. 

Edw. Yet they were happy—they’ did not offend 
him; but 7. had:not the legacy of a parting biefing, 
nor the confolation of thinking I defervedone. οι 

And. As to what he left to others—well, well, 
Mr. Sordid,’ his:rich fteward: may have a> marble _ 
monument when fe dies, and fine verfes'on it too, _ 
but I faw upon your father’s tomb-ftone, fomewhas 
that beats all the poetry 1 ever sead. 
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ew. His epitaph, dlkeady,! lam J He Taft to Ray 
ἃ tribute to his memory ? From what hand came te 
And. From the heart, young. mafter. His name 
was honoured with a poor man’s tear! The old cu- 
rate faid, that words may be cut deep in marble, and 
if fuch ey as I faw, don’t laft bere fo long, it is 
becaufe they’re gone to be read in a better place. 
Edw, When his fon dies, if truth infcribe his ep:- 
taph, ’twill be the record of his follies. Has Sor- 
did feiz’d on all ? | 
_ And. All—there were bonds arid mortgages, Ψυ Ὁ 
no one dreamt of till γόους father dieds. ς. 0. 
Edw, My father has been as much mifled. as. i 
have been, tho’ is errors have been on the feore ‘of 
friendfhip—®mine of folly. 
And. I hope you'll call old Sordid to ackoue 2 2 
Edw. Vil to him inftantly sa fhort vifit will fufe 
fice for what-1’d fettle with Azm—then for one inter- 
view eHewhere—and, after that,: smwuiquet, Andrew. 
And. Sir! 
Edw. Nay, do not fear—I haye been my own 
enemy too long, and dare not tura my tage againit 
myfelf, while England has a foe to vent it ons: 
[£ait Epwarp. 
And. Poor lad! 1 know whofe houfe he means 
to goto next, and there he'll find the doors fhut 
againft him. Ah, if he knew whoa. certain perfon 
was going to be married too, he’ d—-——-——-Blefs my 
heart—Why, neighbour | 


> 


Enter Spriccins, with ἃ Letter. 


Sprig. Not much of a neighbour, now—it’s a long 
walk from our houfe to yours.. Ilive with Maifter 


Kalendar, the great ftar-gazing gentleman, as gives _ 


his advice to all. his neighbours, and makes all the 
clipfes of. the moon—and, I have brought a letter— 
And. From him? , ΟΥ̓ΩΣ 
Sprig. No, not from him. 
And. Well, but for me?. 
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Sprig. No, for young Mr. Edward Frankland, 
in cafe he fhould call on you sisi be a fecret who it 
comes from. _- 

And.. And who jo it come fron ? 

ack » Why that you been’t to mention—nor you 
muftn’t tell him about fome money in the infide o’t, 
for fear he {hould find it out—I was: to give it into 
his own hands, and as I is very particular, do you 
take it, and let him have it dieétly. | 

And. A pretty meffenger—follow him—he’s not 
two hundred yards off—he went thatway— 

Sprig. No, 1 can’t ftay,—got to go agreat way 
home ae the foreft—I know you'll give it him 
i fhould be afhamed—- Das 

And. Afhamed ! 

Sprigs Ww hy, you fee a fread as don’t: cheated to 
be known, has fent him money, and two or thtée of 
us lads have made a fort of a defeription for him, and 
fo have flipt fome {mall. matters οὐ notes under the 
cover, becaufe if he knew we did it, he might be a 
little proud like, and wouldn’t take it—he’s been a 
bit wild, but we muft help him for fake of his poor 
father. 

And. (takes the letter) Weil, my good lad, when 
you come to be poor, you'll— 

Sprig. Me poor! I’ve forty pounds a year οὐ my 
own, befides wages. 

And. Aye, but if you fbou'd by any wonderful 
change of fortune, get rid of all your property, this 
money you have here given, will come back to you 
three times over. 

Sprig. Indeed! Why then it’s almoft a pity to 
fend it—for, if we only give away a trifle in hopes 
of getting more than lawful -intereft, you may call it 
good-nature, but J fhou’d call it fwindling. 

_ And. Well, Pil give it him when he comies from 
old Sordid—you know old Sordid—~ _ 

Sprig. I remember him when I was.a boy, but I’ ve 
never feen him fince I left living hereabouts—he 
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turn’d my father out of a farm once—but—fare ye 
well—you’ll give the letter. mT 
_ And. If you doubt me, take it yourfelf. 

Sprig. No—it hurts gentlefolks’ feelings to give 
"em money with your own hands, and, I fuppofe, 
that’s what makes fome on ’em fo afear’d to affront 
poor folks in the fame way. ᾿ For my part, I never 
fret about trifles, and if {o be as a man who cou'd 
afford it, were even to offer me a hundred pounds, 
I’d'put up with it, fooner than pick a quarrel with any 
body. me - [Exit Spriccins. 

And. Well {aid; John Spriggins—the way thou 
haft contrived thy prefent to the poor lad, adds to 
its value. Egad, I don’t fee why I fhoud’nt take the 
fame advantage of young mafter—I’ve faved a tri- 
fie in his father’s fervice.. Go for a foldier! Why 
fhou’d he be afhamed to take the bounty of his 
friends—TI’m fure, if there was enough here to buy 
him a pair of colours, no enfign in the fervice σου ἃ 
fight under a ftandard more honourably purchafed. 

; | [Exit Anpaew unto the lodge. 


SCENE—A Room in the Houfe of Mr. Sorpip. 


Enter Epwarp and DarPeEr. 


Dap. Laud, Sir! 

Edw. Nay, fir, but in a cafe {o material to my 
interefts, I muft and will be attended to. ὁ 

Dap. But, dear me, fir, where’s the ufe of my at- 
tending to your declaration, when I can’t put in an 
anf{wer. 

Edw. Then call Mr. Sordid—call your mafter— 

I'm determined to be’heard. | | 
Dap. You muft have ftrong lungs to make him 
hear you=he went to London yefterday, and will be 
returnable’ in the evening, unlefs Mr. Flail, of | 
Harveft Hall, lodges a detainer and keeps him all 
night, for he is to call there in his way home. 

Edw. Vil meet him there. 
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« Dap. Betternot, fir—he’s as bufy as the ατῇ day 
of Pa 8 going to {ee his, biol μηρί to, Mifs 
a ee ee 
Edu, Ἔο wh gmp, fit? pee 
Dap. Mifs Mary Fiail, fir—as fine | 4 young wo- 
man, as ever. appcated . before the king himfelf, at 
We minfter. : 
εὝἜδω. His font ‘married to Mary, Flail—to my. 
Mary— never heard he had a fon, 

. Nor and body elfe, till within thefe few days, 
nor ὃ Bbetieve® (fpeaking to the beft of my knows, 
ledge τ that the young. pers is yet aware that he 
has a fath 

Edw. | by. has fach a circumftance been fecret ? 
x νας aven't received the neceflary inftructions 
to enable me to'inform you, fir; all I know is, that, 
mafter’s gone to ‘fetch the young gentleman, and I 
dare fay their menting will be as ‘pleafant’ as’ ‘the long 
vacations |” 
Edw. Then; itis’ not only. to: Begeit "πὸ, but to’ 
enrich ‘a ‘rival, the old pirate has plundered our 
eftate. > 
. Dap. Not prepared at prefent to enter on his de- 
nce. 
Edw. But, Mr. Flail can never be'fe unjutt: 


Enter THomas (with a-letter.) 


Ibo. Mr. per, here is a letter directed for— 
jord blefs him, a he is himfelf—it’s for your ho- 
nour—(gives it re/peEifully to Enwarp.) 3 

Dap. (to Exwarb) Well, fir; you: needn’t a | 
to leave any meflage with merel’ ὅλ acquainted with 
moft of Mr. Sordid’s concerns . 

Edw. Ate you acquainted with his confeience § Brive 

Dap. Out of my department, I’m: his clerk, and 
manage his /aw.concerns; as to confcience, that’s 
quite another thing, and forms no part of our bufi- 

BA pehaothew the gemmandowa, —. ¢ Exit Dapper. 

BR. 7 7 
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Edw. Will} you’ give me leave #5 ‘open: ‘this firft? 
Tho: Surely, fir, 1 with it may bring good news— 
it comes from Mr. Flail’s, fir, ; 

Edw. From Mary’s father—'tis his writings 

“ Young Man, : 
, © Every body knows his own bufne/s 
“* bef, ond its my duty to provide well for my daughter, 
Tf you hadn't lof your fortune through your own fault, 
“* Imight have made, fome allowance, but now, ne offence, 
‘©’ T hope, if the gir] marries fomebody elfe—= being all, at. 
_prefent, from your's, 
“FB yREBRAND Fran.” 
© PS. T bear no. malice, 18 when Mary's mar- 
© vied, hall be glad to See. you at Harveft Hath, You're 
“ἃ choice fellow at bunting— and ἡ any Jat fe an, be. 
“  Aags a better Jong, I’m no judge—that’s al δἰ 
melo die. is cat then—and the: matty of my ἊΣ 
ther is preparing to receive my rival, in pofleffion. of 
my home, my fortune, and my promis’d bride... 

Tho. Never mind, fir; they, may take pofleffion 
of the houfe, and ftich themfelves up at church, 
but there ifn’t a, cottager’s wife will go to vifit them. 

Edw. Deprived of my fortune, I meant to have: 
voluntarily refigned all claim to her+ but even, the 
merit of fuch a facrifice is here denied me. Yet I 
will fee her—yjhe has no fhare in the unfeeling con- 
du& of Aer father, and were mine yet living; even his 
anger would not doom me thus to fuffer, [Exeunt, 

SCENE—A Land/cape—the Stage forming a point 

where four Roads are fuppofed to meet. 
Enter Sorp1p and SPRIGGINS. 

| Sor. Thank’ye friend, chamber yosnd fo I was 
going the wrong road; 

_ Sprig. You're right. 

Sor. And pray, where does that path go to? 

Sprig. No where, fir—it do always ftay ares it 
is—-but if you go this way— τ. 

Sor. I fhall come to Farmer Flail’s ? 
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. Sprigs No, fir, not:to-Farmer Flail’s, ὁ 

Sor. = No! ! why-what a:plague d’ye mean=~1 carhe 
one way—-you'bring: me>back from the Second—you 
fay the. shizd’s wrong, and the fourth won’t do, \»- 

Sprig. No more it won’t, fir. 

Sore If you'll allow me neither eaft, wétt, πολ, 
~ nor fouth, for horizontal progreffion, I mutt either 
fink or fly, and unlefs I get a balloon or a burying- 
ee may ftay here tilldoomfday. - 

ig. If-you like: it, Sir; but 11 be dang’d ifany 
oft thofe roads will take you to Farmer ΕἸαι δ, 

Sor. Is he dead, thea? ᾿ 

Sprig. No, fir, but he have ‘eft off Sdn: and 
_turn’d ’fquire—he have got a pack of hounds and 
vifitors—have filled his cellar full of French wine— 
bottled off his beft ale—and brought his ns ed 
home from boarding-{chool. 

_ Sor. Indeed! 

Sprig. Yes, the was.a free-hearted girl, and ha’ 7 
_ danced wi’ I, at our hop-harveft—but now fhe moves 
French minutes as ftately as a waggon ο᾽ wheat-ftraw, 
and,cou’d-no,more milk one Οὐ my cows, thaw I 
_cou’d play upon one of her forty piarnos. 

Sor, But, f her father’s rich, his daughter ought 
_ tovbe inftructed in all manner of modern accom. 
plifhments. 

Sprig. So fhe fhou’d, fir—but not in ways of wick- 
ednefs.and roguery. When I open’d a long book of 
her’s, they pretend to call mufick, I {aw with my own 
eyes, lt. was to teach her the true art of fingering. 

Sor. Blockhead! bumpkins fhouldn’t pretend to 
teach their betters... What’s your name, friend? ; 
πῇ Sprig. oe name’s John Spriggins, fir—I have 

forty pounds a-year, befides wages—and without 
offence, fir, whomay yoube? = |» 

Sor. Simon Sordid, Efquire.—You muft have 
heard of me, oF you're an ignoramus. 

“Sprig. Olt this is Mr. Sordid (δια. }-—Umph ! ! 
yes, ifir, I be ignoramus, fure enough ; but Ido 
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know my way. ‘out οὐ this pleace,: without either a 
balloon ora burying-ground; and, as you be ἴδ 
woundy clever, I dare fay youcan find yourn. : 

Sor, Not: without eee promis’ τὸ 
fhew me. 

Sprig. Yes, fir; niet ἐμὰ hs fhoudn’t pretend 
to teach their betters—fo I with you a pleafant walk 
—here be only fout'roadsto chufé, and if you take 
but one at a timé, it's ‘nineteen to nothing; but 
you'll find the oem way without arate wr — 
(gong) 01 | 

Sor, What an Ἡμῖν εἰοά ἢν 12h πρὸς 

Sprig. (returns) Vforgot to. fay, .fir en there’ ς 
Gaffer-Goreum’s bull has ἃ deco ο᾽ Tanning ‘at 
folks, and Black Bob, brother to him vas hangs in 
chains yonder, do {wear sry, ae on all ὅν gs ont 
this here way. 

Sor. Any thing elfe? | 

Sprig. Only a fine dark ccloud-over ἘΦ μὰς 
δὰ talk'd myfelf too anys to ftand: here and "θεῖ wet 
for any body... os Opt 
+ Sores A mad bull! ἃ rales! 4 and a tnandet= 
ftorm! Curfe all crofs roads and ftage coachmen .--- 
to leave meat. the mercy of Black Bob and his ὅτο- 
ther—for here they certainly come, and one of “em 
bringing the gibbet along with him. ΠΝ 


Enter Frovaisn, and O‘Gimiet, carrying a 
 Finger-pofe.. ὁ... ‘3 

O'Gim, There’s a delightful rinelinan ta made 
by me, Mr. O'Gimlet, mis 

Floy. Andbeautified by-me; Sclosion ΤῊΣ 

O'Gim. Which isto ftand hérey and point to'four 
roads-at once, like the piéture>of. T hreefinger'd 
Jack. Wait until I remove the dtone turf! τάς το 
versithe hole: 1. dug for pee with it ee 
fix, tt.) ato fags: 

Fou. Verily. ‘esebal at is! thirewly: too Jowadthe , 
heads of the paffengers: will .come:bump agziult. it, 
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and thefingérs ‘thereof will’ poke out the eyes of all 
ΟΕ ΛΟ ΟΝ 565} 10 ΒΟΥ ΝΕΙ ere τὸ 
τ Θέ. And hav'nt I madé’ the ‘top loofe, honey, 
that, if you tip-ft the leaft rach) ‘Gt gets out of the 
way, before you ¢an'fay chips 9 
Flou. (puts ἐξ δ.) Thou hat made it like unto 
ΒΟ ΠΟ ress PT Se OE τ ne 
O'Gim. To be fure.—Would you have a’ poor 
tired! foot pafléhger on ‘horfe:back, walk about 2 
poft’to read His way, when he’ may twirl it round as 
eafy as nothing, τὸ Which of the four roads’he pleafes, 
Flou. And from which every puff of wind will 
turn it, as it were a weathercock. ° shasta gg ἫΝ 
O‘Gim. If your tongue wags about weathercocks, 
ΨῈ puta fpoke' in the wheel of it.—You're not at 
home, now, Mr. Flourith, talking about the dearnefs 
of paint and provifions; you may look big among 
little children, and tread upon every beadle in the 
pari ; but you don’t humbug Mr. O°Gimlet. 
Flow. Thou art’a ftupid mortal. ἐν adage om 
°O'Gim. ‘NO more a mortal than yourfelf.—I was 
born in the family bed-room, thy father made me 
his fore-man when I was a boy’; gave me a hammer 
down upon the nail, and taveht me the ufe‘of a faw, 
before I Had eut my teeth: 7 ΠῚ Ποὺ 
Ploy. Mave 1 ot alfo been a pains-taking man Ὁ 
‘OGin, Yes, and a panes-breaking man -too.— 
You're the village plazier, ahd crack buifiels of win- 
dows forthe béhefit of trade. © Ee 
* Flo. Have lV not painted ev'ry figh in Sn teas > 
Where haft thou’ feen'a better dun-cow than Ihave 
made 3». ὨΞΙΠΊΒΙ ois | he wrt cabin. ribet 
‘O'Gin: Guy of Warwick never kilt a duin-cow 
more completely';—P’ve feen you take a ‘bull too ; 
for when you was ax’d to paint the arms of min, 
you ftuck up the three legs. 
Flo. Verily, friend, the parifh will not put up 
with this treatment of one of it’s refpetable inhabi- 
tants, © se 
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O-Gim. A parith that puts up your figns, will-put . 

up any thing—fo pay me onthe {pot for.thisjob,.or, _ 

ΤΊ} let a few of. your glafs tricks be feenthrough, for 
the good of the corporation.—There,, ( /hews @. long. 
bill.) there’s a few items to begin with. bs 
_, Flou, It. fhould begin with imprimis. 

O‘Gim. Oh, you'll put priming enough in your own. 
bill, Mr. Painter. 

Flou. (reads.) ‘* Item,, A large poft—item, timber 
for ditto—item, {crews—item, three days , anda 
quarter’s work—and. three » hundred long nails. 
—Three hundred! 

O‘Gim. To be fure—I cou’d’nt make the finger | 
without zatls, you know honey. | 
Flou. ‘Glue !”-—that article is charged more than 

the reft; friend. 

O:Gim. All owing to the high price of putty—_I’ m 
following your own example. Jobs come, fo feldom. 
that, if.it wasn’t fora bit of glue, things would never 
be able to fick together.at all.at all, 

Flou, NV ell—make this thing faft, (turning ἐν round) 
or 11 not pay thee one farthing. 

@Gim. You may make it faft yourfelf. 

Flow. 1. have not the craft. - . 

O‘Gim. Oh, you’ve craft enough—fo take it τὸ 
your own houfe ; and, if you don’t make it fa/? there, 
it will be the beft ufed perfon in the family. L Exit. 

Flou, It appertaineth not unto my bufinefs to fet it . 
right—he hath left it pointing to the paths of error ; 
and I will bear witnefs againft him, when the travel- 
Jers he may lead aftray,. fhall feek redrefs from. the 
men of wigs and long fuits, who are termed lawyers, 
who perplex us like the labyrinths of the little perfon 
called Cupid, into. mnie eiptenes 1 was, once 
betrayed. ᾿ 


. it? 
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oa i gobi tor SONG: 
ὍΝ “ yea, I fell i in the’ pit: of love, | , ὟΝ 
: With a ti tum: ti; 
“The fpirit' then began’ to. move. β 
“With ‘a 4 raft 
“Quoth I, ““ Fair maiden; ne’er deride,’ 
For verily, when thou’rt my-bride, . 
ihe I wil cleave unto thy fide, - 

ἢ e ie bs With a ti tum ti 


τὐρέὰ Βεμοϊὰ, Ἀ τἰὰ Ruth, there isa grove, . 
o> With a ti tum-ti, 
‘Where birds, call’d turtles, coo and love,” 
With a ti tum ti,” 
Lo! then I thought her truly mine; 
But when of ‘Love fhe gave this fign, 
She or ‘da cruel Phi-lis-tine, 
With ati ‘dace 4 
Pov. Fot fhe another sens) had, 
With a τῇ tum tl, 
~Pebbanthy call’d a flafhy lad, | 
‘With a ti tum ti, 
'; And when I reach’d the grove affign’d, 
He came before I Ruth σου ἃ find, 
Ὁ Κις ἃ me ruth-lefs-ly behind, | | 
With a toe tum εἰ, 
| Exit. 


Re-enter SORDID. 


Sor. I’ve done it—I’m a wife man ;—I have hid my 
money behind yon clump—there are certain bonds, 
mortgages, and fecurities, too:—howcame I by them? > 
—no matter—I’ve as much right to ’em as a high- 
wayman, and won’t be robbed. .A pretty journey 
Pve had for nothing—can’t find my fon—fo I have 
advertifed him.—Had the rogue known he-had a 
rich father,he’d not have run away.— What’s here ὃ 
Why they have put up a guide. (reads.) To Harve/t 
Hajl, 5 Miles.~Qh, 1 can manage that pretty well. -- 
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This poft will point out the fpot when I return for 
my treafure 1 in n the TOTP IREY Tye kept a trifle » about 


ee. bai 


ing one ht ate note, a yA scien ds hing piece, 
anda Brummagem fixpence. . oj.y Ὑ {χε 
Enter Bu acy: Bow (is agroar, Goat) 

Black Bob. That man talk"d of money—I’ it follow 
him.—‘What’s this?—a road poft ?—I took it for 
fomething elfe.—=W hata hard thing it is, a man.can’t 
begin his’ daily occupation, without being put in 


mind of what wilh be-the end of it...) . 
iW ‘(Exit after Sonpte. 


Enter Mary F LARL, and JeNny. 


Fen. Now doey, milfs ‘Mary,) bleffee, doey come . 
on a bit vafter ;: we fhall never get fafe home, and I 
be all over frightfulnefs and confternation, for vear 
o"thefe vootpads and highway robberies, that do 
walk about all night, and there be put in the news- _ 
papers every morning. 

Mary. There’s‘no caufe for fear, Jenny; and I 
muft reft a moment (fits'on a Bank.) 

Fen. Now doan'tye go to ftop, whatever ye do. 
If'we be overtaken here by ftrange men, there'll be 
defpart work, I promife RG μον 

Mary. I hav’n’t much to lofe, and thou’d make 
no refiftance. 

en. No more hav’n’t I, mifs, except this’ trifling 
token—and; if they offer’d to bewiale that, I be but 
a weak girl, but they fhould have all the affiftance ἢ 
cou’d gi, I warrant ’em. τ 

Mary. Is it’a love token, ' aire $ 

Fen. I do hope ἐξ be, mifs—and I’m fure. you 
don’t think there’s any. harm in love-tokens, or you 
wou'd never have ventured out fo. far without your 
father’s knowing it, at this time οὐ night. 

Mary, Perhaps’ you think me to blame, Jenay ; 
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Fen. ‘Not atallforehat, παῖς; το be fure, when I 
were at ‘home, T°éoud’nt’ Nir a'veet ‘without vather’s. 
leave; ‘and as ‘he Hever wou'd’ give it: me, I ftaid. at 
home like a dutiful child. 

Mary. ~Cou’d you hever get an opportunity ? 

ἡ, No, mits,’ ‘a poor cottage; like ours, dnaeinit 
one ‘ido? ‘to’tnow, ‘your father's; "fquire Flail’s 
fine ‘hall, ‘ha’ got ‘fo any, thiere’s hardly finding the 
way in or out for em.” © 

Mary. I was much happier hiefore: ty father was 
fo ‘rich; “and I liked the “company Of-our hone 
néighbouis, | better then alllthe Geatlemen who now pay 
court to us. 

en. So did I, τ, The young ‘tien of our 
village did ufe to do the beft to enteitain thie young — 
women at a fair or a feaft; but gentlemen do fe nd 
their {weethearts away fromtable along wi'the cloth, 
that they may keep all the good things to-a’ter din- 
ner to themfelves, and yet your {weetheart was a 
gentleman too. Visi τι 

Mary. Axid is-fottith, By Birth: “Tttiprudent Ἐά- 
ward ? ‘how ‘early in ἍΠὲ to have effeGted bis ‘ruin! 

Jen, ἘΤὲῚ had better have ruin’d any ‘body elfe'! » 

_ Mary. If my father had not fanctioned our rhenta 

when ‘we were poor, 888 Edward, the fuppoled 
helt to his father’s wealth, Κ' fhou’dn't have? ventura 
this ac of. difobedience. —I'm forty we’ didn’t fee. 
him! — 

Fen. Never. mind, mifs; ag fweethedre} Sohn 
Spriggins, has given ‘the ‘letter, ' Jong-aforé this. ; 

Mary. As it contained money, t oipare ‘his eaitigs, 
1 didn’t fay from whom it came, 

eh. 1 was afraid o’that, mifs ; and, thinking that, 
in all matters of true love and? courthhip, there ‘onght 
never το δὲ no ‘deceit; and that nothing ought to be 
done = nobody fhou’dn’t be athamed. only, 
}—I—tho 
ary. She ope appre) You though Welt? 


—and—— 
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Sette. L put in a bit of a note—which, as he knows 
I can‘t write, he'll never infpe& whence it Came... 

Mary. .Worfe and worfe ἐυπινρευάεο! girl! who 
wrote it? 

Fen« Nobody as knows its, meaning one 
Remnant, the tailor, be a poet, and famous for what 
he do call his meafures, , and diftiches, .and hem- 
ftiches—fo I axd’n to write down ἐν three lines, as 
I had made out o’my own head. ice 

Mary. Three lines!.. » : 

Fen. Yes—he faid three nes are call 4 a δῖναι ; 
fo he wrote’n, and I flipp’d’n into the paper that had 
the blank notes in un. VEE? 

Mary. Do you remember, than j a ape Ee 

Fens Xess mils— ἐ" he why Μὰ ἕω Ἢ 


τ δ ες When fecret love’ μὰ sid Με πὸ 
-"s" ἐξ Remember, theteby hangs'a tale— — 
_ © Your humble fervant, Mary Plaid ἀλη δε 


Mary. Mary Flail !—why, you're a Siiculaned ‘a 
i-+—my, very name at the bottom, too!. 

Fen. No, mifs ; 1 told un there mutt be no name 
at the! Gottomn fo he put two Jines a’ter that, (4 nose 
heard.) ;:: 
he Mary. Hark! fome one is Hokie his way through 
the thicket. Come, Jenny, how.can-you loiter here ; 
we fhall be infulted. , 

I told’ee how ’twou’d be mifs ; but there’s 
no caufe. for fear, you know; fo, pray, do: ftop, and 
hear the’ τείξ οὗ my coufin’s pcetry. Ὁ 

Mary. Nonfenfe ! ἔνε are follow’ d—Come, girl, 
come. : [runs of. 

Fen. There, that comes. o’fine talking. — When 
danger be at a diftance, volks laugh at’n ; for my 
part, I ha’ got more courage than to run away at my 
own fhadow. I dare fay it is only a—(gosng to look, 
immediately returns.) Oh, mifs! ftop for I! we thall 
be robb’d—we hall be cite fhall. be—Oh, 
dear, dear, dear, mifs Mary ! | [Exit bawling. 


[Ὁ 
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| ‘Re-enter Btacx’ Bos. rand 

Black Bob. 1 thought I heard the fquall of a 
woman.—I fear fome one is poaching on my manor: 
it muft be fome #ew hand; for. gemmen footpads of 
the old {chool have too much honour to break into 
one another’s valks.—Let’s fee, I made’ but a poor 
prize of that old traveller ; and this unlucky great- 
coat may happen to betray me. I’lLnot venture to the 
village init. The old man look’d piaguy hard at it. 
If he had been a young one, I’d have knock’d him 
down.—I’ll leave the coat here (throws st over the 
fnger-poft.) Ihave taken one pound, feven fhillings, 
and fix-pence—for which I muft leave my coat — 
behind me. It’s rather hard; and, if times don’t | 
alter for the better, I fhall begin to think a man may 
as well live honeftly, if it’s only for the fake of his 
own ifitereft, : 


soo cea, Bid of the Fir AG. 
PRES | iG ὦ LAIST MI 
ACT 1: 
 SCENE—Continued. ς 
“Enter Luckress (/babbily gentetl.) 
LUCKLESS. A: 


I tHovcut I faw fome one to afk the way of—.. 
(takes out. a newfpaper)—let me fee—(reads)—* If 
“4 Laurence: Lucklefs, formerly of ——-——’’—aye, 
ΤΥ. native place, fure enough—*< will apply to Fire- . 
“ brand Filail, Efg. of Harveft Hall, he will hear 
** of fomething to his advantage.” It’s high time ἢ 
fhou’d—I’ve had my fhare of difadvantages-—but, 
hang defpait !--it’s as fhabby as my own appearance-- 
I have juft made my dinner and my toilet, by the 
road-fide—brufh’d up my beft, yes, my very δεῖξ 
coat—and want nothing but a fhower of rain ἰὸς 
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blacken my hat—and then tothe Halllike a gentle- 
mane—(going—/ees the poh with the coat.onit)—Eh ! 
what the devil ’s that ?-a thief'?—or a fearecrow ? 


| Enter EDWARD... »° 
᾿ : f 


|  £dw. Neither, my boy—but an old friend who 15. 
equally. glad and furprifed to meet you, ὁ 
Luck, Xf 1 wasn’t, atraie of making one of my 

ufual blunders, I'd fwear, that of all, other.men_in 

the ᾿βοβάνγου were my once merry. companion, Ed- 

ward. ᾿Εν iy ἢ 
Edw. You,may, fwear it with, a fafe confcience— . ° 

I knew yoy at a.diftance, by, your walk, which, like 

- your ideas, is neverin a-ftrait line; 1. cou’d not be 
miftaken, though, I had fo. little, light to fee you by. 
Luck. (looking at bis dre/s)- Why, you have ieen me. 

in a better light than this, I confefs, Ned—-however, _ 

you ate very little alter'de—you, feem to be as ready 
to acknowledge a diftrefs’d friend as ever you were. 

Edw. Heaven forbid I thould be otherwife—but 
I thall'be truly forry if you are diftrefs’d; 1 hope 
you don’t want much’affiftance? 

Luck. Indeed! Why? 

Edw. Becaufe, pfha! Becaufe it would not be in 
my power to affordit-you.~ 

Luck. No! The heir, ofa fine eftate—the.life and 
foul of all your acquaintance—favourite .of the laf- 
fes—envy of the lads—darling of the tenants—and | 
beft cricket player-in Chriftendom !. 

Edw. As the poet fays—**-I-cannot-buts rememe=. 


* ber fach things were, dnid-were moft dear toume ς᾽" 
but, now I'am ruin’d—ruin’d by-the artificesof: my, 
late father’s fteward, and: ‘who is now.his fole:exe- 
cutor. Sablarod ἈΠῚῪ ΟἹ BAe 

Luck. Well, but how?" © joe! 

‘Edw. Guilty of irregularities, which hein. pri- « 
vate abetted, I’berame fo much his dependant» for | 
fupport and fecrecy, that-he was; at leacth; enabled: 
ro alienate the from my father’s affeQions © 3 
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Luck, Bat--in your-father’s, dying moments— 

Edy. Lwas.artfully. kept. from. him—was.difinhe-, 
rited—-bute7derm: the money-—had I. bus feen my. 
father— 

Lucks, Bear up,, my; boy, and, wifh, with, me,. that 
- fomequi¢k-claw’d.devil may, fy,away, with,Old Sor-. 
did,;, wherever, he-is, may, the.{pot. prove the. place. 
of, his punifhment,and may, hisill;gotten goods be. 
transferred to the lawful ownel, as. mnexpeciedis: as, 
he.obtained them. 

Edw. Rather let me blame- my. OWN, wantof con- 
fidence in a;parent. [ξ- youwwou'da’t laugh δὲ ἢ 
morality, I would fay, happy isthe child, whoe,by-a 
knowledging a fir/t failing, avoids, the neceflity, of a 8 
thoufand.morg, to keep thatiang,afecrets. 5 

Luck. For my part, Inever:knew a, parent.to,con- 
fels my. failings to-—if 1. bad, , there.’d, have. been 
plenty to have acknowledged; but, I keep up, my. 
fpirits,and though was unlucky,before Iwas. 
{don’t remember that I cried ajbit,the more-for.it. 
—Have,you-no, money?) 

Edw. None that J can.callmy own, 

Luck, Can’t yorborrow.?, | 

Edw. No, fort know, not-when. i oohic pays 

Luck, Which is the very reafon why fome people 
do, borrow: ... 

Edw. It’s not the lofs of wealth that I regret; bue- 
thearttul.viper.,im ie μανοδιοέι his: fon; wed de- 
prive.me-of.imyloves, . 

Lick, Has ἣς ἃ fon?: 

_ . Edw, One never, owaids till now. Heis todmaneys 

the girl who,—-but.J\ muft haften to return the con- 
tents of this letter, κε ΠΆΤΑ her difinterefted affeAion 
would have deceived me into accepting. 

Luck. What, you ave money then? 

. Edw. Yesy and) it “has beenmoft curioufly con- 
veyed to me—but I have.alfo pride—an-honeft: ἐδὼ ; 
which, while Ishave youth and ftrength; : forbi 
to SPDR? own ad the havdieara’d’ fae } 


᾿ 


» 
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vings of thofe who may want them in theirold age, 
or to profit by the artlefs attachment’ of an inexpe- 
rienced female; but, come, eeeeny: me to tar: | 
veft Hall. 
Luck: The very place I’m going'to. YP ἢ tell you 
a few of my adventures on the road, and, if what I 
am promifed there to my advantage, can be thrown 
into your {cale, you fhall fhare it, or take it all, and 
welcome. - (rain heard.) 
Edw. You're a generous lad- ,—let’s fee what way 
aré'we in? (looking round.) 
“iuck. In a way to be wet δου αν if we don’t 
Ὁ hafte. 
Paro: Come along then (going.) 
Luck. Not that path—look here, here ’s a aide | 
for the road, and a coat for the weather. » 
Edw.” No matter for the guide—I know the road 
lies bere. © 
Luck: Does it? ἘΠ then the pott ses rage 
look—as for this coat— 
Edw.Come—it has been hungto dry by fome one. 
Luck. Who will thank me for taking it out of the 
wet—I’ve been curs’d unlucky all my life, and ne- 
ver found a prize before. (takes it down—fereams are. 
beard.) 2 
Edw. The voices of women in danger !—follow 
me, friend. [ Exit. Ὁ 
Luck. (as be puts on the coat) That I will—Why, 
Edward— Which road has he taken ?—no matter— ' 
for when a female wants affiftence, the devil take 
him who can’t find’the w way. without a ata 
OL Bxit after EDWARD 


~~ SCENE—A Hall at ?Squite Frair’s, 
Enter Mrs. Prupence and ταῖν 
Mrs. Pru. It’s to no purpofe being angry, I tell 
you fhe has gone out, “Mr, Flail. 
Flait. Gone out, coufin Prue? My Coughtey, gone» 
out, without my leave, or your company ? 
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Mrs.P ru, Aye, coufin—and heaven knows where 
fhe is gone—nay, if I did n’t {corn to carry: wie I 
cou’d tell you who’s gone with-her.: | .. 

Fiail.-Not that fpendthrift,. Reger, JI ‘hope > If 
the huffey has dared—— ἢ ..4, 

Mrs. Pru. Νο, πο; tev tomy. care. ifor that ; 
Fane has gone with her--the wench you. have given: 
heres own maid—-own maid indeed, there was. no 
fuch thing in the family, when I had εἶς φάτο ofit.. « 

Flail.\t gets plaguy late—I'll go look for her—. 
_ TL expect Old Sordid, and his. fon, every. moment—I. 

think they might have come. little earlier. |. 4 

Kal. (fpeaks without. ) Wind NE. by North.. 

Mrs. Pru. Here’s nei hbous Kalendar. 

Fiail. With fome i his.impertinent..advice, Σ 
fuppofe ; I remember the vow: when he hadn't a 
fhilling...-. » 

Mrs, Pru. Huth! pr. he may remember. the fame 
of yous =» 

Ε δ αὶ, When he liv’ Ἢ by making almanacks, and 
- when you'turn’d,up your nofe at him. | 
Mrs. Pru. Aye, he -was poor then—but 1 now=—. 7 


Enter’ KALENDAR. 


Kaj. Here’s alteration i in _ the weather ! ah! Mrs. 
Prue ? How do, Prue? ~ . | 

Mrs. Pru. Prue! Sir, t am———_——-__ 

- Kal. Rather frofty this evening—Old. Firebrand, 
your fit; the barometer of fortune has rifen with 
us both, ‘but fhou’dn’t alter either of us. 

Figil. No; you'll be a walking weather-glafs as 
long as you live. 

Kal. Better that than be a weather-cock, eh! ! Mrs. 
Prue! It’s time the mercury, in our veins fhou’d 
' ftick at temperate. 

Mrs. Pru. It may with elderly people, Mr. Kalen- 
dar ; but I fhall go and fee if that thoughtlefs girl is 
return’d. ΟἹ Mr. K. for all your cold looks, there 
was a time when you little HOoght of change. | Exig, 
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| Kal. Change’! ‘that was-whend hadn't iguiriéa ; 
but, ‘come, friend Flail, I want to. Wountel γου- εὖ 
fear you've had bad adbifersio: © ©: 

τ Plait. ‘Never took any advicebut my’ own, © 3 

Kal. That’s juft what I means.» 4 5.0] 

- Wlail: Sir, I’ve money Gn’ my: πρσεϊξειμεβοοδ whee 
riitits ‘dn ‘thy Jand—a fine για] δὲ a datphter_and 
adelightfal pack ‘of ‘houats“then what 40 1 wanit 
with advice, Ὁ 6 

“Kal. To learn row ἐδ τρεμᾷ money iL lanl ay 
your ‘tenatits—marry °y your | rer Ὡς 
friends to- ἀν hunting With? °° 8" 3 

hiail Who's to teach ‘tHe 2 °° 

Kal. Vox Stcllerame fey the’ Aareside you 
take in’ thy ‘new alfnanack ? 
© Flail. Not 1; ¥ was'a: farmer 'twetity ‘years, and — 
never knew one right in my life ; they always fhow 
when they fhould rain-and, if they ‘promife fin- 
fhine, they make fuch thundering miftakes, that all 
the beer in the céllar pets four” ἃ by em. 

Kal, There ave ‘tines and feafons for all things : 
I come to {peak of your daughter. 

Fiail. She fhall sees whom. [.pleafe; and what 
fays your almanack to that, Old Weather-wife ὃ. 

Kal. Why it fays that gir vs. thould be tran{planted 
from the garden of good education: | 

Filail. I.gave ninety pounds a year. 

Kal. To be grafted on fome healthy ftock —— | 

Filail, Well, and don’t I] fay—— . 

Kal. While thofe, who fens the hot beds of falle 
refinement 

Flail. Whew ! come down. from your cabbage 
ftalks, and don’t compare my family to {prouts and 
parfley beds; be the girl, or be fhe garden-ftuff, fhe 
marries the fon of Old Serie: 

Kal. Which is s wedding V x0 to Capricorn. : 

Flail. Now he’s got out of the ground into the: 


fkies—didn’t you fay juft ἈΘ, there were feafons for 
ev'ry thing. 
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Kal. Truly! tin childhood, ‘to ‘Bet. Wwifdom and 
whippihe—in youth, ἰὸν wildoats—-in manhood, mar- 
ry, aid we with other misfortunes—in old age. — 


Flail. We're too wife to mifs ‘the: tide, by $Biok ihe 
at thé "Moon: 


Kal, That’s a hit at ἢ my ‘old trade never mind— | 


I come of a family who— —— 
© “Flait. Now for their whole ehignetony’s I knew 
bat two of your forefathers, and they-- 

Kal, Refided here Before I was born, which hap- 
pen’d on New Year’s day, one thoufand, feven hun- 
dred and fifty-five, fixteén minutes and * a half paft 
three inthe morning, as per grandriother t's gold watch, 
then lying on a Claw table τῇ ἃ cornér of the room. 

Fiail. Pfha! I’ve heard that the firft of your fa- 
milly Cate into this ¢otintry— ἢ 

Kal. Anno twelvé hundred and fifty-two, at the 
very tinte when Roger Bacon invented the magic 
lanthorh.” 

Fiail. Aye, they carried it αϑδᾶν, i fuppofe, and 
taught their children the art of magnifying. 

τ oKal.’ Sit, My ancéltors were never obliged to the 
family of ‘the Flails, even for a: thrathing. 

Fiail. And as for yourlelf. 

‘Kal. Ὶ was fent to fchool in the yea Bxty three 
made prodigious progrefs in ἔν ΤΥ thing they didn’t 
wifh me to learn—was *pretiticed to 4 {pects le 
gtinder, in fixty-nine, where I leatn’d to inake alma- 
nacks, and prediéted ἐν εν thing but my own good 
luck, till a diftant relation came from abroad, with 
more money than health, who was {0 overjay’d at my 


foreboding him a long life, that he died Seay and 


left me ev’ry fhilling. 

Filail. And now you give advice gratis. 

Kal. 1 do, and wou’d have you give your daugh- 
ter where you promufed her—you’ ve had your fortu- 
nate planet as well’as me, and fiou’d remember that 
liberality is a fun-beam which ought Hever to’ be 
eclipfed by avatice:, © D 


4 
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Fail. Sir, 1 {corn to reflec on,any' body; but 
_ Καὶ, 1: know: you. do—and while you. refufe to 
fhare with others, the light which is. only reflefted 
on yourfelf,. your lucky far will dwindle to a rufh- 
light, and, when the extinguifher of Old Time puts 
yOu out, you’ll evaporate in fmoke, old Firebrand. 

Flail. Put me out, Sir! I'll put you— %: 

- Kal, Intoany thing but.a paflion., look, yonder’s 
your daughter, all agitation, like apond before rain ; — 
-—blefs me! (looking at his watch) Venus and Jupiter 
are on the ant ane a conjunction ; I'll juft take an 
obfervation through the next room Window, and be 
back in a twinkling. : iota wil αὶ ee 

Flaitl. Take.care, left jn making your obferva- 
tions, you make fome of. your ufual errors. 

Kal, ἵ underftand you ; you’re always twitting me 
with experimental miftakes—fuch as flying ele@trical 
kites in a thunder-ftorm—and giving fucha red hot 
focus to the fchoolmafter’s fpectacles, that they fet 
his wig on fire—and what then? It’s natural to make 
miftakes in any art, and when the intention is not 
erroneous, he’s a plaguy ill-natured fellow who won't 
make allowance for ’em. + jo ΕἸΕ ΜΝ 

Fiail. Let a parent a& as honeftly as he may, 
folks will blame him ; I dare not wed my daughter 
to a fpendthrift, nor will I force her to marry where 
She has πα liking ; and, if Sordid’s fon fhould. not 
prove to be. the man J take him for—perhaps—but 
I won’t be talk’d out of my reafon, far people. ne- 
ver know the value of indulgence half fo well, as 
when it comes from authority that knows how ta 
make itfelf refpected. 


Enter Mary aad Enwarp, 


Mary. (running to ber father) Ah! my dear father 
fuch an efcape! I owe my life, nay more, perhaps, 
to the gallantry of Edward. 


Fiail. Gallantry ! hark’ye, Sir, if you have fer- 
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ved my daughter, I thank you, and, fo we part 
friends. (Leads Mary to the other fide.) . 

* Mary. He fav’d ‘me from a ruffian, who— 

 Flail. How came you from home? ᾿ 

Mary. 1 was to blame to go without your know- 
ledge—but—I—J meant no harm.) 6ὃδ ΄όΦι 

φησὶ. Perhaps‘not ; but more mifchief comes of 
meaning no harm than you’re aware of ; go—~ant 
when Ihave thanked this young gentleman for his 
gallantry as you call it, I fhall have a word or two 
for your ear; go, I fay. ὁ i al 

Mary. Sir, you fhall command my duty and obe- 
dience; but, there is ἃ fentiment of gratitude, 
which that young man will ever have a right to. 

sent pad Mekal ον EExit Mary. 

_ | Edw. And one kind fentiment from. Mary. will 
compenfate the cruelty of all the world. — 

| Fla. And my cruelty among the reft; I fuppofe 

you look on meas ἃ flinty-hearted father—my daugh- 

ter as fair game—and yourfelf as the only poacher 
who has a right to fteal herfrom me. 

Edw. You are miftaken, Sir, I wou’d neither fully 
her honour nor my own, by any action that wou’dn’t 
bear the light. As the girl of my heart, I adore 
ber—as her father, I reverence you—but for myfelf, 
I thou’d be a hypocrite were I to fay otherwife than 
that, when I have juft rifk’d my life in her defence, 
{ think I am, at leaft, entitled to good manners, for 
my pains. (going.) ὁ | | ὟΝ 

Flail. Good manners, Sir! I’m not to be taught 
good manners by any one, much lefs by a—— 
aye, Sir, you may look big, but— ὃ. 

Edw. Good day, Sir ; ufe your daughter kindly ; 
marry het to whom you pleafe, but make her happy . 
and I'll forgive you all. | ee 

Flait. I won't be forgiven—I never deferved to 
be forgiven—I’ll prove it in your cafe. I had-a 
daughter, and you hada foftune; I haye.my daugh- 
ter {till, have taken care of her improved her, and 
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made her worth her, weight in, i a pod for ὅ0- 
thing ii Mihi you . . . 

- Edw. Have acted with, imprienes, loft 1 my Ὧν: 
tune, and fave Part ne Y» the. dupe of OeEES, 
and the enemy of my 

lail. Then ied re, you, talc of forgiving. me. 
When you. fpea Ἔνι on,. and know. how; το. hold 
your tongue, 71} liften: to, you;. nay, more—as Old 
Sordid and his. fon haven’ t yet; made theis, appéar- 
ance according to appointment, ΤΊ, Aes Ae 
my daughter fhan’t marry till ve GF eo 

Edw, Dear Sirl—, .. 3 

Fail, Till, to-morrow. morning ;. and if, by. that 
time you can prove to me that, you, pofle(s.a free- 
hold ten ment, one article of live ftock, or a fingle 
acre ‘of f land within fix. miles of this; houle, ou 
fhall be the man yourfelf, 

Edw.. You know, fir, it.is impoffible ; ; you know I 
haye neither houfe, land, nor,meanse. | 

Fail. And ate yet. fo mad as. to -expea 1 will 
match you with my daughter ; firrah! firrah,! before 
young folks accufe δι μὰς and. grandfathers of cru- 
elty, and hold em up to ridicule in ftage plays and 
romances, they fhou’d look at home, and think on: 
the greater cruelty of expofing an: honeft man’s 
child to fuffering and poverty. for the fake of their. 
own felfith gratification... , | Exit. 

Edw. His arguments are not to. be oppofed, and 
I fhou'd be a fcoundrel were I to proceed.——What’s 
to be done?-—refign her to a rival?—-no!-—-A. houfe 
and land before to-morrow! !—Oh !. had-I time, I'd. 
overcome all obftacles, and. ravith) from. Ε ortune by.. 
induftry and. perfeverance,. the. minor: gifts, of 
wealth, as mere fteps to BBG, ἼΩΝ aim at--but 
now ‘tis impoffible. 

Re-enter Ka LENDAR. : Aone 

Kal. What’ 5. impoflible to’a lover ?—If ie Had 

order’d ee op-an errand oi atm Τὸ or bid you: 


μα ee - wes 


Resta yo ROBT: 3 ᾿. Ἢ 


Kal. Why, 7 Pre igad all; lind fra + fiend 
for your poor old father, fhould like to ferve you, 
and choufe old Sordid: —Blefs. foul ! has nobody 
got a little: free-hold to. difpofe of ?: 
Edw; L thought you faw no difficulty? ~ 

Kal. None but what I can— ~You' re fure you 
can’t buy οὐδ. 

Edw. Shou'd people winear money Ly eftates? 

- Kal. People without: money have moft- occafion 
for ’em.—Stay, I think ΤΠ μάνα. it :—Old Flail' has 
affronted me—fpoken  difrefpeGfully ‘of my. fore- 
fathers—abufed my almanack—flighted! my ‘advice, 
and. ridiculed'my- prediGtions ; bu it ‘be eek with 
him. You fhall take him at his’ word, force him to 
give you his daughter’s hand, and) obtain his confent 
againft:his inclination, ~ 

Edw. Thisisa paradox! =, 

Καὶ, Τ' deal in paradoxes.—Come home with me, 
and 1} make it as Clear to you as the fun in his 

-meridian. +» - 

Edw. ‘Reimptaber, ii has a bolas of fint! - 

Kal. Then do. you havea heart-of fteel, and my 
brain fhall be the tinderbox, to light a match he 
little dreams of'—-Come, it-wou’d be’ hard indeed, 
i€ 1, who have made a model of the moon, added 
{tars to the orrery, and furnifhed: fine weather. tothe 
whole: county, coudn’t-predi&@ the end ofan. affair. 
like this. I had a {weetheart my felf once, and for 
her fake -wou'd:have conquer’d:ten times your diffi 
culties.) Oh, thofe were happy times, when I dreaded 
no ftorms butin Love’s Almanack, when I fer down 
frowns for:foul weather, fmiles for Ainthine: and ev'ry 
Le Faas for a ig ae | {z wey. 


Pir FIVE MILES OFF; OR, 
τ SCENE—Karenpar’s Study and Library. 


An Orrery, Telefcopes, . E letirical Apparatus, Cir, € ἐδέ. 
᾿ΘΡΕΊΟΟΙΝ ὁ and ΤΈΝΝΥ aifcovered. 


Fen. Lord, now, -Mr, Spriggins, if any of the folks 
at our houfe knew Iwas here, at-your mafter’s, Mas 
Kalendar’s, what wou'd they fay το ἰδ 1 

Sprig. Why, they'd. fay:as you com’d:a: courting 
to me, or elfe,as you. wanted to. bane yur fortin 
told by him. ὁ. i 

Fen. Vm fare I only came to «ἧς τὸ μας about 
poor. young: miftrefs—-the’ll. be lock’d up,’ and. fed 
upon bread and water, if fhe don’t μωρὰ the: ttrange 
young man that’s expeéted: lay 

Sprig. Well; and how’s my matter to help. that ? 

Fen. ‘Why, can’t he caft fome of their nativities, 
and Jook through -a fg-nifying: gil and. tell about 
ftars and fiery dragonsy 1. ji) 1 ler τοῦ | 

τ Sprig. A. fignifying-glafs} -τ- ἃ horofcope, you ) 
mean.—Lord help you sh es you be.as-ignorant. 
as you be pretty. 

Shay I’m very ignorant. —Are thefe all his 
books? .. . 

Sprig. Yes; he do know what's o *dlpck all over. 
the would; ge-ho-graphy be his hobby horfe.; and, 
er he’s once up, he rides like a witch ona broom- 

BEES 455 hes 

jen. Mercy on us! and what” 8 that ? ( pointing to 
the orrery. J 

Sprig. That’s a hosraty--cthat’ 8 Ἰάῤεον and his 
fet o’lights---and Satan and αλλ and the reft of 
the heavenly bodies. _ 

Fen. 1 thought Venus was a néenly body. 

Sprig. Yes; and this thews all her motions ; and 
this is ἃ comet ; and thefe funs be all moons. 

Jen. (going to the ele&rical machine.) And what's 
this ?---be this mufic ὃ | 

Sprig. No; don’t touch that; if you turn that 
Ἔδει round, you'll do mifchief---it be put there to 
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be ready againft..Mr. Roundabouts the gouty tax- 
gatherer, comes to colledfrified.. 

den. Never, mind--is the old gentleman, coming 
up: 

Sprig. No; but. if you, meddle” with jae infernal 
machine, you may bring the old. gentleman up in 
good earneft, 

Jen.” Metcy onus; and fo'thefe are your" mafter’s 
tools to tell fortunes with. 

Sprig. No; this is the way to » tell fortunes. -aegive 
me your hand. A 

Jen. La! Mr, Spriggins ! : 

Sprig. Let, me fee---aye, you'll be: married to. « 
tall---thin young man, about aa δες," οὶ I 

Fen. Indeed! . 

Sprig. Yes, you will marry a bachelor 5: aad your 
firft hufband will live to have two wives... 

Fen. What---at one time! - el tes 

Sprig. Oh, no. - he ee 

Fen. No. _Why, then, Ἃ don’ t think you under- 
ftand furtune-telling at all.—I have been told better; ' 
and I wou'd not die and leave the beft bufband in 
England, if L:cou’d help it. 

Sprig. Then you fhall marry me. I’ ve Teli 
pounds a-year, befides wages ; and, if mafter wou'd 
put.us into a new public-houfe, by gemini, we'd fet 
~ up.the feven figns of the zodi-wac. | 

Fen. There’s too many figns in the village already; 
the half-moon’ s never full, and there’s nobody j in, the 
fun from morning till night. 

Sprig. Well; and, if fo be as—( Fenny lets fall a ε Ἢ 
rometer, which breaks. )there, you’ve broken one of the 
beft weather-glaffes—there’ll be a fine ftorm when 
mafter comes home—he’ll be all over in a con-/fell- 
ation. 

Fen. "Twas all along ο "you: what dia you talk 
fuch nonfenfe to me for—about feven figns at one 
public-houle, : 
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aa “ (Kiwnerpar (without oe oo 
Kal. What the devil are you all at there? = 
“Fen. O dear! Ὁ dear! what fhall I do ?—T dare 

not face him --I fhall be kill’d! | A aie 
Sprig. Run in here; and I'll take thé fault all on 
ihyfelf. (puts ber into a clofet.) | ee 
KALENDAR €ntérs, followed by EpwArv.: 
Bs Here’s a chaos !—hey daytwho has done 
this § , | ran 3 
Sprig. Not Jenny, fir—it were I, fir.—I were 
looking for the great bear, fir; and, when I faw 
you coming, I were fo frightful 0’ your being angry, 
that I knock’d wn over, fir. ΜΌΝ 
Kal. Out of my fight, you plague of Fgypt! 
Sprig. Dear, dear, how wil Jane get out of the 
clofet! (afide, and Exit.) , Ne τ τὰ 
Kal. Every thing in confufion---not 4 planet in its 
orbit---the globe upfet---the glafs fallén---and I hall 
- be rbined.---There, I muft put my flats out of their 
reach. (ftands in a chair, and puts the orrery on ἃ high 
joelf.) Uthink nobody will get at that again. = 
Edw. Unlefs they ftand in that high chair as you 
Kal. Τ᾽} put that in its place τοῦ. (puts the chair tn 
ἃ récefs, behind a curtain; and fixes athain to wt, from the 
elefirical machine.) Theré; that chair is charged with 
ele&ttic fluid ; and; if any one touches that, a fingle 
turn of this handle will tickle their tobies.---John 
Spriggins ! MARSA! RAAF aa 


Enter SpRiccins, ὦ 

Sprigs 1 be here; fir. ΩΣ 

Καὶ. Run το Οὐ Οἰπιεῖ, the carpenter, and bid 

him make hafte where I told him, and do you ge 
and help him. ἫΝ 

Sprigs: Yes, firs ; 

Kal. And John!--- | 

Sprig. (re-entering.) Yes, fir. 


ἃ 
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Kal. Take Flourifh, the painter, in your hand, 
and. bid “em both. ‘make hafte, ἐν ἐμά 
| Sprig. Yes, fir.---Deat, dear, how ‘will Jane get 
out of the clofet. ‘- ee 
Ral, And Spriggins !----- ἬΤΟΝ 


Re-enter Sp} RIGGL Ns! 


You don’t know of: any body that haga little free- 
hold to.part with? . ᾿ 
δῤτίρ. Vrechold ! no, ir! 1 have forty pounds 

a year, befides wages; but ——. _. - 

Καί, Don’t ftandchattering there, [ExitSrrieaans. 
Now, δ᾽ η΄ you all impatience: to ack be what Τ᾽ πὶ 
about ? (20 Epwarb-) | 

Edw. Rather anxious, I confels, ay , 

Kal. You obferved, that; in our tranfit hither, I 
touch’d at the carpenter’s, bricklayer’ 's, and painter’s. 

Edw. 1 don’t fee how that relates to me. 

Καὶ. No!—Did you never hear of my. book upon 
foreft ehantcts; and rights of Sing cua (reaches a 
Jia) 

Edw. Νο, fir; and, at a time dike this, 1 had 
rather be excufed attacking fo large a volume. 

Kal. Large! Heaven forbid a Britifh public 
fhould ever countenance: any abridgment of their 
common rights! No, no; here’ 8 ἣν paflage fhall ἐχ- 
plain this myfter ery: 

Edw. It isn’t long, I pei fir ? Ri 

Kal. Silence ! (rveads.) ** By virtue of one of our 
foreft charters, if aman do build a dwelling upon 
common land, from tun-fet to fun-rife, and enclofe 
a piece of ground, wherein there fhall be a-tree 
growing, a beaft feeding, a fire kindled, a chimney 
{moking, and provifion in the pot, fuch dwelling 
fhall be freely held. by the builder, any thing herein 
to the contrary, neverthelefs notwithftanding.”” - 

Edw. But how— 

Kal. Don’t interrupt ne I’ve bargain’d ΗΝ the 
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wooden billiard-room at the Crown. We'll carry it 
to the foreft, build a chimney at one end of it, plant 

a tree from my garden, and to-morrow fhall make a 
fresholder of you. 

Edw. Sir, your zeal for my fervice makes you 
forget, that, when the means are unworthy of the 
end, 

Kal. That we ought to top i in the middle?—Ptha! 
—there are fpots in the fun ; and when we:can’t 
fnow white, we muft fnow brown.—Look at that 
team: ( takes him to a window. ) there go three parts 
of your manfion, upon four wheels.—Your ftar is in 
its altitude. | I’ve hired Charles’s wain to carry ὑφ 
Loufe and flet fortuna domiis. | 

Edw. Yet, ere we go further, 

Kal. We muft buy a cow and a kitchen range. 

Edw. But, when Mr. Flail comes to know — 

Kal. That you’ve got a good fire and a piece of | 
beef, he'll give you fomething to make the pot boil, 

Edw. Your plan is romantic.--= 

Kal. If it was not, I’d have nothing to do with it ε 
the times are romantic, and 1 always accord with the 
feafons, from one year’s end to another. 

Edw. Always? 

Kal. Yes: 1 bring in the new year, and eat twelfth- 
cake in Fanuary; write valentines in February-- March, 
in proceffion with St. David, and dine with the fons 
of St. Patrick ; make fools in Apri/; dance with the 
chimney-fweepers in May; drink the king’s health in 
Fune; and take the longeft day to pay my bills in. 
| Jump into the ocean in July; cut my corn in Auguft; 
go hopping and popping in September; brew in Odober ; 
chair Guy Faux and my lord-mayor in November; 
while, in December, roaft beef, plumb pudding, old port, 
blindman’s buff, romps, riddles, and kifling the pretty 
girls under the mifletoe, wind up our Chriftmas gam- 
bols, and fet us all agog to begin the year again, 

[ Exeunte 


End of the Second AG. 
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ACT I. 


SCENE---An Apartment at Squire Flail’s. 


Enter Rogpert and LuckxEss. 
Rozerr. 


Wnuo, Sir fhall I fay wants Mafter ? 

Luck. Mr. Laurence Lucklefs from London. 
- Rob. Yes, Sir; Mr. Lucky Laurence, from--- 
‘from where did you fay, Sir? 

Luck. (gives bim a newfpaper.) Here, that will do 
inftead of a card; fay it’s the gentleman defcribed 
in that paper. . 

- Rob. Gentleman! 1 muft tell him that, or he won’t 
find it out, I fear.. (afide-) (Exit. 

Luck. With my ufual good fortune; I loft my 
friend Edward as foon as I found him; forgot what 
he told me about that confounded finger-poft, and 
have come fome miles out of my way; I believe 
what one finds on the highway is one’s own, and I’m 
nota little obliged to the owner of this eoat for leave 
ing it where he did; it hides my fhabby habili- 
ments, and gives me fo much the air of a horfe- 
dealer, that 1 look quite like a man of fafhion in it. 

Enter Firat (with a newfpaper-) 

Flail. Servant, Sir ; a well looking lad—(afde. ) 
glad to fee you, and as you are brought here by this 
promife, (poznting to the newfpaper) I dare fay you're 
not forry to fee me. : 

Luck. Nor yet a little impatient to fear you, Sir, 
on the /abjet of that promife. 

Flail. Vil fatisfy you direétly ; fit down and tell 
your hiftory. | 

Luck. Nay, fir; it is 1 who came to liften. 

Flail. Indeed! and how am Ito know whether 
you are the perfon here meant ? 

Luck, Sir, 1 am the fon of a ‘mother who died 
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foon after I was born—of a father who never own'd 
me—and have been left to a guardian, who, between 
friends, is one of the greateft 
‘ Flail, Huth! you don’t know who you are abu- 
Ing: + a. os: 
Luck. 1 was fo pointed at by village boys as the 
child of nobody, that I ‘quitted the place of my 
birth, was overtaken by my guardian, whom 1: have 
never feén fince, and fent to ἃ cheap fchool at a 
' great diftance. fy La ἡ τὶ | 
Flail. So far, fo good : bey δὲ 7 Herts 
Luck. Perhaps not; the fchoolmafter was ‘extra- — 
vagantly fond of boxing and rural fports, and paid 
me fo much attention that I was quickly grounded 
in the elements ‘of Walton’s Angler—cou’d knock 
down any boy in the firft form—and never under- 
went even the correction of a fifhing rod. 
Filal. Nay, if you run away from your ftory— 
Luck. It will be exa&ly what I did from the 
fchool ; where, as foon as I οὐ ἃ beat the mafterat 
his own leffons, re beat me in return ; I fled to the 
college, where Mr. Edward Frankland, a former 
playfellow, was at his ftudies; and my guardian for- 
gave me, becaufe the fclioolmafter dare not demand 
his money, and becaufe I got the reft of my educa- 
tion for nothing, | : ae 
Fiail. With Edward Frankland? | 
ZIuck. As aa humble companion, we exchanged 
our mutual accomplifhments ; and, though I may 
not be as good a claffic as he wifh’d to make me, 
yet it is my pride to fay, that 1 taught him to tickle 
a trout ina ftream, or put in a Belcher at a boxing 
match, with any man in Panes | 
Fiail. You next went ’prentice ἢ ge oh 
Luck. To one who detefted latin, and hated box- 
ing, fo I ran away again from the prejudice of edu- 
cation, and have been left to my own refources, ’till 
your public invitation procured me the honour of 
this private audience. ; 


; 
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Fiail. Your. ftory proves you the tight perfon--- 
now, hear mine. : 

Luck. Tam quite fatisfied of your idenity, and 
had rather be told what relates to myfelf. ᾿ 

Fla. Liften, Sit; a careful midd!e-aged man, 
who had beén uncommonly fevere on the faults of 
others, committed one himfelf. Ὁ 

Luck. That I haven’t the leaft doubt of. 

Ια], The partner of his folly died, and left a 
fon; the father fearing to offend a patron on whom 
he then depended, pafs’d for the guardian of this 
boy, whom he brought up to buftle with the world, 
the patron is dead—the father is rich—and you— 
you are his fon and heir, 

Luck. His fon ?—fon to old Sordid ! 

- Flail. You're not afham’d of a rich father ? 

Luck. Afham’d! Ho, but you're not joking, are 

δ ὃ 

Flail. Yoking! 

Luck. | hive heard ‘him fo fpoken of, that—that 
~ as he is my father I muft forget it. I have not been 
—ufed to the name of father—but I know my duty— 
and—lI fhall never be able to thrath half the people, 
that I’ve heard abufe him. 

Flail, Well, but'he has offer’d you as my fon-in- 
law. 

Luck. ἵ heard’that before I knew who T was. 

Fiail. And, as you have given a true account οὗ. 
yourtelf, perhaps I don’t like you the worfe for it- 

Luck. But, as to being your fon-in-law, fir, I have 
a friend who matt be coniulted, . 

Flav, Aye; you.mean Edward, 1 fuppofe. 

Luck. He wou’d furnifh a reafon againft it: but I 
have another---my_ wife wae po τοῖν have fome 
objection.. art 

4 #lail, Married ! | 

Lack. Yes; I can’t fay { the’s much ae a wife, being 
| τιν higher than your cane, but her’s is an en- 

gagement I never intend to runaway from. ~ : 
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Fiail.. And where is fhe? | 

Luck. Ten miles off only---at a little inn, where 

the waits the intelligence my vifit feem’d to promife- 
᾿ Flail. And what do you mean to do? 

_ Luck Why, the beft thing I can do will be to--- 
What do you think? | | | 

Fla. Umph!---my advice will be foon given; 
---Robert---( ExterRopert.)---Saddle my daughter’s 
horfe and mine.---(Zxit Rosert-)---You fhall fetch 
your wife, and meet your father.---You'll eat and 
drink firft? i 

Luck. 1 have little appetite: 

_ flail. Why? : 

Luck. Becaufe { have fafted nearly the whole day ; 
and a pleafant change is fo new to me, that tho’ I 
have always kept my fpirits when in trouble, they 
feem to think now I have no further occafion for ’em. 

Fiail. Oh! well; a good glafs of wine will bring | 
you up again, . Ὁ yas 

Luck. Perhaps it may----I thought good luck was 
coming when I found this coat, and now I have 
found this father of mine. - 

Flai/, Speak of him with refpect.---No fon fhall 
forget his duty in my prefence, 3 

Luck. Aye, fir, but when a parent has taken fo 
little pains to make other folks {peak well of him,--- 

Fiail. Εἴς has the more need to be defended by his 
children. | [Exeunt. 


SCENE—Ka.enpar’s Study, as before. 


Jenny, (peeping from the Clofet.) 

Fen. It’s mortal cruel of John Spriggins to let me 
ftay here fo long.—Nobody feems to be in the way ; 
10, li go, without even faying good bye to him.—I'Il 
be hang’d, if here isn’t Mrs, Prudence, old mafter’s 
coufin.—If fhe catches me here, it will be as much 
as my place is worth.—I’ll be bound fhe ‘comes to 
find me out.—-What a mean thing it is for people 
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to be fo curious.—1’ll hide again, and try if I can’t 
overhear what fhe wants. ( returns into the clofet.) 


Enter Mrs. Pru. 


Mrs. Pru. Why, the houte is quite deferted.— 
I’m fure I traced that huffey Jane to the door ; and, | 
whether the comes to fee John Spriggins, or to con- 
fult Mr. Kalendar, I’m determin’d to difcover.—1 
hope it’s John; for, if fhe dare have any defign on 
his mafter—it’s a fhame for young women to be 
trying to decoy men who,—blefs me, here’s Mr. K. 
and I don’t think I ever look’d fo thockingly in all 
Py life. (runs to a glafs, and adjufis herfelf.) 


Enter KALENDAR- 


Καὶ, The work goes bravely forward—bricklayer, 
carpenter, painter, glazier, and gardener, all bufy ; 
and [1 bet Herfchell’s telefcope to an opera-glafs 
that our plan will be accomplifh’d within time.---Ah, 
Mrs. Prue, this is an honour, - 

Mrs. Pru. (fimpering-) Do you really think fo fir? 

Kal. Any particular commands---came home in a 
hurry to electrify the gouty: tax- gatherer, and muft 
be off again dire@lly. 

Mrs. Pru: 1 fhan’t detain you, fir.---I neither 

want my fortune told, nor my nativity caft. 

Kal. Cou’dn’t do that if you did,---Ladies never 

tell their age, you know. 
Mrs. Pru. You have been taken in then? ( Fenny 
peeps out, Mrs. P. fees her.) 
Kal. Oh, yes ; the dear deceivers have play’d me 
a thoufand tricks. 
- Mrs. Pru. (eying the clofet-) Indeed! 1 thought 
as much. 
“Kal. Yes: there was your neighbour, Mrs. Wi- 
zenface, came here t’other day. 
‘ fe Prix (Aull watching the clofet.) An impudent 
uffe 


Kal, No, not impudent, but as fine as a rainbow, 
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and as crooked, .into the bangin:---She gave me a 
wrong age, and. I prophefied all the good things that 
have fince happened to her grand-daughter. — 
Mrs. Pru. It’s'a great fhame- ὃ : 
Kal. But what can 1 do?---I don’t know how to 
difpofe of half the females who come)to me. Ἵ 
“Mrs. Pru» No!--shave you no convenient room; 
Mr. K. you cou’d contrive to put a lady into® ᾿ 
Kal. Oh, Mrs. Prudence ; fie for fhame! why, you 
wou’dn’t think of fuch a thing, νου ἃ you? | 
Mrs. Pru. (bridling.) Me! no, fir; but there are 
fome whom you might lock up, with their own con: _ 
fent too. . : 3 
Kal. I keep no key for any fuch purpofe: my clo- 
feis are all full of curiofities of every age; and I 
wou ἀπ᾿ put a woman among ’em for.the world. 
Mrs. Prue (fignificantly.) Is there no curiofity in 
that clofet ὃ [τ 
Καὶ. A great many :—it contains all the rarities of 
the feventeenth century! from the time cauliflowers 
were firft planted in England, trunk-hofe gave way 
to modern inexpreffibles, judges began to wear wigs, 
and Peter the Great went ’prentice to.a fhip-carpen- 
ter. | 
Mrs. Pru. And, pray, when were invifible girls 
invented ? | Taney 
Kal. In the reign of Queen Elizabeth, you cou’d 
only fee a lady from fore-head to the chin; but now, 
nothing’s invifible but the petticoats. 
Mrs. Pru. Well, fir, you may talk as you pleafe,; — 
but I fay ‘eae be | 


Enter a Boy. 
Boy.. Sir, mafter can’t get out of his gouty chair; 
and wants to {peak to you atthe door. — . 
Kal. That’s lucky; I fhall the fooner get back to 
my job in the foreft. (afde) Excufe me, Mrs. Prue. 
Go along, Dickey. (exit Boy.) I'll follow. | | 
Mrs. Pru. But, fir, 1 muft fay one word. 
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Kal. Tl be back, direétly, but can’t ftop.long ; in 
the mean time, perhaps, you may take a peep at the 
planets ; or, if you’d like to fee my new condudtor, 
you may ftep up to the top of the houfe,, and. treat 
yourfelf with a flath of lightning’: and, when I’m lefs 
bufy, ΤΊ] thew you. ev’ry natural .curiofity in my 
whole collection. [Exit Kacenpars, 

_ M7s. Pru. 11 make bold to fee one.of em now. 
No, no, I’ll take no:peep at the planets—-my difco- 
veries fhall be of more confequence-—-But, ftop—the 
huffey will deny the came to him, though. it’s plain 
enough why he wanted me out-of the way :—he faid 
he'd return—fo, V'll,juft hide behind this curtain. — 
When he thinks me abfent, mifs will be let out ;— 
but ΕἸ} {poil their tete-a-tete, I warrant. (goes into the 
γέρο, where KALENDAR had put his electrical chair... 


Re-enter KALENDAR. 


Kal. So!—one plague’s got rid of ;—and now to 
fend off the other. —Eh! gone!—I didn’t fee her come 
out ; but I fuppofe fhe flipt by, when I was talking 
to the old gentleman. | 

Fen. (who has come out during bis fpeech.) Which 
way did fhe go, fir? : | | 

Kal. Mercy on us! which way did you come? 

Fen. Dear, dear, fir, I be fo frightened.—I came, 
fir, by way of za-fulting your knowledge about poor 
young miffus ; and, when the old woman catch’d Lin 
the cupboard there, I—dear—dear—lI be fo fright- 
en’d — εἱ 

Καὶ. In the cupboard !—Oh !—why, then, the old 

ezebel meant fomething.—I cou’dn’t think what 
fhe was at, ogling me with her northern lights.— 
Weil, fit down, Jenny, I can {pare a moment to talk 
to you.x—Sit down, and recover yourfelf. You're 
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od girl; and Τ που] "θὲ happy” to. ‘Give you 
fo Ἂ liftle‘proof of my τεβαγα την" 

Mrs. Prus ( from the jet ) Oh! oh! (in a ba alf 
Jupprefed voices) 

Fen. What's that 1—blets: me, I be Ἢ ἬΕΙ ἘΠ 

“Καὶ. Something wrong ‘in my machinery. ~Stay, as 
old Gouty won't be eleétrified to-day, I may as well 
let off this machine. It’s full charged, and may do 
mifchief elfe. (goes tothe machine.) 

‘¥en. Oh, dear, fir, don’t ye go to touch tbat § ‘for. 
Jone Spriggins do tell I it will tail the devil. obit ae 
Kal. We'll foon tee that— > rare 

Fen. Do let I get out: of the: way then. (ris to ΗΝ 
οὐδέν fide.) ~ 
Kal. There; you foolith girl (turns the handle; Με: 
Pave lereams and jumps out of the recefs, Jenny falls 
on her knees» KaLenDar is afton‘fhed,) | 

Fen. 1 never was fo frighten’d in all my life, 

Mrs. Pru. 1 never was fo fhock’d in. all my life, - 

Kal. 1 dare fay not.---Egad I muft have tickled her. 

| Mrs. Pru. You---tickle me! Sir, Tam fo angry 
bs fo choaked with paffion- -- 

Kal. That you feem quite electrified. 
‘en. Indeed, dear madam---I-:- 


‘Mrs. Pru. Out of my fight, you. naff pues ᾿ x 
Fen. Oh I with he’d ftuff her into one of his great 
telegraphs. Γι χη, 


‘Mrs. Pru. This is the gouty ‘tax-gatherer you 
came to, fir. " 


Kal, No, it- isn’t. 

Mrs. Pru. What baslinils had fhe in that clofets 

Kal. To fee what you were doing, in that corner. » 

Mrs. Pru. But my ~coufin thall know, 9 ithe 
fhall leave the houfe dire@lly. 

Kai. You’re welcome todo the fame; prs iene 
time you come here to make experiments, take care 
you don’t get another curtain leGures 


THE FINGER POST. 43. 


Mrs. Pru. Sir, if you had a fingle fpark of good 
breeding— 

Kal. If I had, I’d recommend him to you dire€tly, . 
---but you’ve exhaufted all my fparks, and I with 
you much benefit from the operation. _ | 

Mrs. Pru. V’ll fee the young huffey' punith’d, that 
Iwill. . | Exit. 

Kal. And [ll feethe old man fafe out of the 
houfe. Egad, if every time I turn this handle, 
it produces. fuch a fudden fquall as.it did juft now, 
it will be unfafe to touch it: What between the old, 
woman in the recefs, and the young oné in theclofet, 
I was completely galvinifed! == =) Laat: 


ere 


SCENE—The entrance sof a rytick Inn, 


Emer LAuRa sit Pees from the Hue" 


‘Lau: No, I can fee nothing of him.—I wifh I had 
gone with him,—what a misfortune it is to haves 
hufband that’s always unlucky.—I dare fay this fine 
promife in the aun Ἐὶ was Only a trick, and 
he’ll come back fo crofs! Heigho! what a hurry 
I was once in to get married, and now we have'fo . 
many troubles, vexations and quarrels '—=O lud! O 
Jud! Marriage without money isn’t half fo pleafant 
as. the days of courtfhip. : 


: _ SONG —LavRa—(adapted to an old dir.) τρια 


The hawthorn was blowing, young flow’rets weregay, 

Primrofes were growing, birds fung/ on each fpray, 

But {weeter fung my'true love, far {weeter to my ear, 

Um waiting here for you. jade) "tis the {pring time 
of year. 
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In fummer I yielded, my love’s bride to be made, 
But.as leaves droop in autumn, our joys too will fade, 
For love without riches is chill’d by the froft, = 
And ’ere winter, alas! all my pleafures were loft. vel 


1.) ‘Enter Sorpip- 


. Gord. Blefs my heart! Blefs my ‘heart! Five 
miles!) Why I‘do'think I’ve ‘travell’d) fifteen, and 
this is the’ firft-houfe I’ve met with;—I ‘can’t have 
much farther to go: Oh! there’s a female,—young 
woman ! | | 

Lau. Young woman ! 

Sord. Well then, Mf. 

Lau. Sir, I’m married. 

Sord.. Why then, Madam, do tell me how far it is 
to Harveit Hall. ᾿ Brits 

Lau, It’s ten miles, fir,—and long ones too, if I 
may meafure by the abfence of my hufband, —_— 

Sord. Ten miles! it was only five, three hours ago. 

Lau. Which way did you come, fir? 

Sord. I came by the poft. 

Lau. Then δα ὑλὰ you’ve been mis-sent, by ἃ. 
wrong direétion. | 3 

Sord. Mis-sent! So I’ve walk’d off my legs, broke 
my appointment with old Flail; rifk’d fome of my 
property ; loft the reft,—and here comes the very 
man that robb’d me of it. ; 

Lau. Oh there he is!—My dear, dear fellow—I’ll 
fly to meet him—I’m fure he’s been lucky, for he’s, _ 
got a new coat already- [Exit 

Sord. Oh ho! She’s a confederate—I’ll get affift- 
ance from the houfe, recover my lois, get forty 
pounds for apprehending a “highwayman, and ‘that 
huffey’sdear fellow fhall be hang’ds [Exit into the houfe. 
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Enter Θιι γὼ ΦΆΤ and Laura, 


aah. to Robert. Give the horfes a feed, my lad, 
and we'll be back to your matfter’s dire@ly. Well! 
my dear little Laura ! 

Lau. Well, Laurence—do tell me all. 

Luck. Direttly, I guefs your impatience, and— 
did ney give you any dinner i in ye devil of a dog- 
hole ? 

Lau. If they had, 1 cou’dn? t have eat it for 
anxiety.—Well, you went to the Hall, and founds 
. Luck. An old friend, a new coat, and a father! 

Lay, A father! 

Luck. Aye, and a rich one too, you little rogue<=- 

Lau. A rich one! Well, I don’t know how it was, 
but it always wou’d run in my head, that yom muft 
- have had a father, though you never found him out, 


Sorp1p enters from the Houfe with Landlord; Buack 
Bos, and Countrymen, /moking- 


Luck. But I’ve found him out now, and a curious 
one he is too. When 1 afk his bleffling, I dare fay 
the firfl thing he’ll fay, will be------ 

Sord. (coming forward.) Knock him down. That's 
the fellow that robb’d me.---(they feize Luckie/s.) 

Black Bob. (afide-) That’s my coat, fure enough--. 

Luck. Scoundrels! I never faw that man in my life. 

_ Lau. My hufband accufed of robbery! 

Sord. Search him---1’ll fwear to my money, it'sal ! 
mark’d. 

Black Bob. ibis forward. y “Mark ‘d.--why ἢ any bo- 
dy may mark money; may be you'll {wear to that, 
“τον. (/hews a piece of gold.) ᾿ 
ο΄ ϑογά. That—cwhy,, I will {wear that he,---no,--- 

that---that piece of gold———- 
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Land. 'That old gentleman’s crazy ! 

Sord, Crazy ?---Don’t let him. go---for I'll fwear 
to the man by the coat--- 

* Luck. ahs coat! Sis, " ge ἃ this coat ὃ on, mathe 
highway. . | ἔχ αἱ! bap 

Sord I Baye fay you aia. V greed τ 

Luck. And when I found this ermine ona Rae τὰν 

Sord You little thought of being pape d saben 
---bring him along. iy 

Lau. Pray don’ t---he’s innocent. | 

Black Bob, Mayhap: he is.---A man «is not tn nae 
found guilty by outfide appearance,. I knows fomee 
what of law:—What’s a coat ?—a coat isn’t a man. 
—There, ΕἸ} put it on; and what of that? © 
+» Sord. Why, then, if it was the-laft.word. I had to 
fay, Τ᾿ ἃ {wear that you are the man that did rob me. 

Landlord and Countrymen..Oh, fhame! ¢Ahame }, 

Lau. Shame. indeed !—that: wicked old man will 
{wear any thing, | , 

Luck. Harkye, fir. 

Sord. Seize him, I'charge γοῦ. . ° : 

Black Bob. Would you like to ἫΝ the coat, “Mifs, ο΄ 
perhaps, he’ll fay *twas you. 

Sord. He robb’d me clofe by a finger-poft, in the 
foreft where four roads meet. 
τς Countryman. Then the finger-poft muft have grown 
there fince morning-—That old fellow tells nothing 
but flams. 

Luck. To be call’d a thief!—I infift on carrying 
him to Mr. Flail’s. ᾿ 

Sord. The place I’m going to—only mind you @ 
carry me—for I'll not walk another ftep—and, as we 
go, 111 thew you the very {pot where I was robb’d— 
and take my money out, of the bank, by the Toad- 
fide. (apart.) ᾿ ih beet 

ΤΩΝ, Are the ‘horfes ead? ' MPS uc eal 
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Enter Soe. | 


Rob. All ready, fr. 9° 4 
Black Bob. Well, then, as nobody feems to own 
this coat, ‘perhaps, I have - as much tight to ἐν as 
another. | 
Sord. Stop, fir. LAND running away. (/eizes hin. ) 
Luck. Aye! 1 infitt on our all going, and having 
this all clear’d up. 
Sord. I’m in cuftody- ite that---and Lil bring a 
fwinging a€tion for falfe imprifonment. i 
, Luck. Come, then, we fhall have juftice at the 
hall ; and then I fhall have an ation againft you for 
| charging Laurence Lucklefs with felony. 
αὶ Sord. Who—What, are you— pl 
~ Luck. Don’t talk to me, fir—you’ve faid too much 
already. 
Sord. But, my dear boy—my—— 
Luck. Put him on the “fquire’s horfe—Come, 
‘Eduras** fExeunt Lucxress and Laura. 
᾿ς Sord. Gentlemen !---only hear me—call him back ; 
for I do believe that unnatural bird, that ungra ious 
varlet, is neither more nor lefs than my own fon! — 
Countryman. Oh, dear, Oh, dear—he be quite mad 
—bring him along. [ Exeunt. 


_ SCENE—The σοί Roads and Finger Poft, with the 
addition of a neat wooden Houje, with a Brick Chimney, 
4: baiting grazing within the Pates that furround it. 


\ 


“4 “ἢ ne Scene is difcovered, a great knocking 1 1s heard, 
as if within the Houfe—a Bricklayer is fixing the Chim- 
ney- Pot—Srricctns, on a Ladder, ts nailing a Cher- 
ry-Tree 4gainft one fide of the Buslding—E LOURISH ἧς 
parnting the Pales—O‘GiMLET is hanging a litileGate 
to them—and KALENDAR is looking out of a Window. 
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Kal, Well done, boys ; work away outfide, whlie 
we finifh within, and I’ll be with you directly. (ree 
tires from the window.) 

O*Gim. I fay, Mr. Flourith. 

ἔμ. Well, friend: 

O'Gim. Don’t be twiddling there about nothing ; - 
but bring one of you ae here with a pean brufh | 
in It. 

Flou, I will not come at ἡμὴ ἐπῆρ nor will : 
ceafe twiddling until I fee occafion, ! 

O‘Gim. O, mighty well !—the thing’s all ait to 


your hands ; and, if you won’t finifh tt, it’s no fault ὁ 


of mine. 
Sprig. (coming down.) Never faw a fren bit of 
gardener’s work fince I was born. 
Flou. Yea; the dwelling is moft neatly colour’d, 
O'Gim. 1.5. the prettie τῇ timber’d edifice within 
five miles, let who will be next deor to it, | 
Sprig. Oh, talk of beauty; my tree againft your 
houfe, for what you like. 3" 
Flow. Thy tree has fpoil’d my parts which will 
alfo Apa thy ‘planting, ; 


Enter kitaio AR from Honje, (Smoke rifes from the 
Chimney.) ὁ 


Kal. There! allready, infide and out ; old Mar- 
gery’s blowing the fire; Edward’s gone to afk for his 
wife; and there only wants a fun-dial on the door- 
poft, a weather-glafs a inft the wainfeoat, and an 
almanack behind the door to complete the furniture. 


Enter Bricklayer. 
Brick. Neat bit of brick work, that there chimbley, | 


—my mafter—devilith well—it fmokes,—It’s a pity 
the walls an’t brick too. 
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Kal..No pity at all:—an Englifh frechalder’s 
houfe is his caftie, and wooden walls are a devilith 
good protection—eh !—why, that poft points wrong. 

O‘Gim. That's impoffible, when it points to every - 
road in the place—it’s painted wrong, honey- | 
‘Flow. The fault 15 in the top, which moveth: ° 

O‘Gim. Not at all; I knock’d a great nail in it 
awhile ago, to keep it where it is. 

, Kat, Well, away with you; drink long life to the 
new landlord, for here he comes, huzza! (They 
Shout as Enwarn enters with FrarL—the Quaker 
Shouts in a formal pie mS Ραρῷ δῇ > eae 

Flail, Hey-day ! whofe dwelling’s this, I wondér ? 

Is this what you mean to fay isyour’s? 
Kal. All his:—houfe, goods, chattels, and live 
ftock—cattle grazing—tree growing, and chimney 
{moking—— . 
Sprig. And if your worfhip pleafes to come ‘in, 
you fhall fee me lay t’ cloth. = [Exit into the houfe. 
Edw. You fee, Sir, 1 have not deceived you— 
our common friend .has enabled me\to claim your 
promife, iy δ oy boat | 
Fiail. And. do. you mean to claim it on fuch 
gtovnds?.. grind, i ΠῚ aot 
" Kal. Such grounds wou’d make.a beautiful figure 
in ‘an.auctioneer’s catalogue; four profpefts at one 
view—f{pacious enclofure—-one head ‘of live, lamb, 
and a garden full of wall fruit ; and do you, think 
he means. to have allthis trouble and expence’fo 
nothing ? | | 
Edw. Atieat, Sir, 1 hope you will not give: Mary 
tomy rival? οι 

Εἰαῖ!, Why. πο; 1 won’t for two reafons; in the 

firft place, he’s married already; in the next, if you 
give proof of continuing fo induftrious, 1-—— 


G 
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Mert, ἡ ἾΡΙΣ He so wale oil. μὰ 
Kal, Why, who the deuce have we here, 1 wons Ὁ 
ἀρὰ « Me ons ὦ « ‘ ¢i ἜΜΎΨΗ 

ΘΕΡΣ ον yg OS aie 0 oi hae ens 
δὰ y widiioan? ἃ ag DB. 


cee i 


Enter Sonn ip aid Couns seniancohe runs to FE AIL, 
and flares about bim while he fhakes bands. « 


‘Sor. My dear old’ friend—you'? hear me fpeak, 
I’m fure—I've been fo ufed, that——-why this can’t 
be the place where I hid my monev (a/de.) 


_ Flait, ¥ don’t wonder at your gazing about—T 


* - : 


can hardly believe my own eyes. — Robie 
Ka}. (to Edward) There’s Mary, run and mect 
ΔΉΜΩΝ i cp talents [ Exit Epwarv. 


Enter Luckizss aif Lavra, 


Luck. (to Flaii) Ah, Sir! we’ve met half-way ;— 
here is the lady of whom I told you—and there isa 
crazy old man ‘who accufes me of robbing him.— 
pointing to Sorpiv, who is fearching and peeping 
about for bis money.) Ὁ a 

Fla:t. Shall I never teach youth to be refpectful ; 
that crazy old man is your father. ὁ 

Luck. Found at laft, and in this place too ἢ 

Sor. Found! is it found? Where is it ?: give it 
me directly. | ye ΠΡΟΣ 
Flat. Why that’s your fon, and that's his wife. 

Fe And that feems to be the long and the fhort 
of it, re ΟΝ 

Sor, 1 faid it wasmy fon-—but married !°ddcome 
this way ? (Flail, Sordid, Luckle/s; and Laura go up 
the fage.) 


THE FINGER ~a ait Sa 
Eiter ‘SpRiccINs, with ἃ say: bud from the iow 


a. (to Kalendar) Mes be : a dirty bundle in a: 
black handkerchief, ‘kicking about” aihong the’ rub- 
bith—it do'chink as th’of *twere money. 

Sor. Give it me—it’s mine—it’s— ‘ 

Kal. (fnatching it) No, it’s not ‘your’ $3 bhipader 
is found in that houfe, belongs to its owner. Here, 
Edward. (/Epwarpre-enters with Mary.) You’relord 
of the manor ; :perhaps this is a prize'for you. (Gives 
him the bundle— Mary ; goes to her father— Fenny: enters 
and runs to Spriggins, who in dumb er points, out the 
mew houfe, ὃς.) 

Sor. A prize indeed ! "tis mits tis money, mort 
gages, and, above all, there are the writings and titles 
of his father’ 8 ἀθλίων : 

Kal. And where have the title deods of a dead 
father,, a better “tight to be than in the hands of his 
fon? They. were. found under his roof. 

Sor. They were under no roof—when I buried 
them. (afde.) : 

Luck, Father feems to have brought a pretty houfe 
over his head. 

Edw. Vake your money, Sir; thefe papers muft 
be examined elfewhere. 

_ £lail. So, fo; he'll get his eftate back. (afide. ) 
Why, Mary, what do you hang on me for? I know 
you'd rather take Ass arm by half; go. 

Mary. 1 obey you Sir, with pleafure. 

Fail. To be fure—fee how I bring up my children. 

Καὶ, Ah! You always faid the was a good girl, 

Ras (to Fenny.) And what be you hanging upon 


Fenny. I hanging on you; why I'll be whipt if he 
hasn’t.been a {weet- -hearting Οὐ me as hard as ever 
he cou’d ever fince I came into the place. 
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_ Kal, Come, let’s into our new dwelling, and try 
to compromife. | | 

Sor. But what's to be done with the man who 
robb’d me?) .. 

_£lait.. Done with him! take him to the village, 
= lock him up: Pil make hima leave. off his roguith 

abits. 

Luck. And’ when ve does leave off his habits, don’ t 
let.it be where I may pick "em up again. 

Edw. Among thefe papers is-one of no pecuniary 
worth, but Ayes me.a prize above them all. | 

Sor. You-may Keep that—it’s of no-ufe but to the 
owner.  (ajfide.). 

Edw. It contains: the bleffiing ‘aed forgivenefs of 
my father; and cou’d you have withheld—— 

Kal. No; 1 ἊΨ nobody here would with to 
withhold forgivenefs, and tho’ our edifice be formed 
of flight materials, yet, as. it is Only intended for a 
fummer houfe, we entreat our Lords and Ladies of 
the Manor to allow it ιν οἵ Common. 


THE EMD. 
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CHARACTERS, i 


Kalendar . s « « Mr. Fawcerr. ᾿ 
| Flourifh . cos « Mr. Lesvos 
Sprigginas 4 ete ἃ Mr. Mathews. ᾿ t 
jenny * © δι᾽ © — ‘Gipas. 


Enter Karenpar pt i fabs 


| Kal. Almanack fays, this day—aye thus it goers 
« Sev’nth of July—Thomas a’Becket—Toes.” Ὸἢ 
«¢ The weather overcaft.”==That founds but queer; 
I hope to find no cloudy faces heret ~ | 
What next ?—Oh! to this market, no difmay ;— 
“* Fine weather now for getting up the Hay.” 
Box-keeper, dere, makes hay, when in he ‘crams 
Arms, shoulders, ancles, hips, knees, legs, and hams 
But when he ftuffs you in, all fag and warm, 
ΟἿ Vox Stellarum !—whocan then inform 
Whether “twall turn to /ue-foine or a forme ? 
Of this night’s caufe who thall’be undertaker ? 
Dur poet srembles— ἢ 


Enter Frourtsx. 


Flox. - -- He hath fent a quaker. 

- Kal. Whatis it you predi& about. oariplay | 
Think you ’twill profper ὃ 

Flous . Peradventure, yea. 


EP1LOGUE. . 


Ka., Sometimes they clap, and that betokens blifs, 

Flou. Sometimes the fpirit moveth, and they hifs. 

Kal, Have you no friends above there ἢ τα Point- 
ing to the gallery. J 

Flow. +. Thou dott feof. — 

Kal, Why fo? 

Flos. Thou know’f they call ont there, “* Hats off.” 


Enter SPRIGGINS Gnd JENNY. 


Kal. Spriggins! my man! you’re here, I’ll hold a 
Te ferve the Play — | . μα [guineas 
Sprigs “αν -- -ς1ὴ|6 been, and married Jenny. 
Jenny, Beneath which ἄρῃ, Sir, is my hufband born? 
Καὶ. Like many hufbands—under Capricern. 
Sprig. Under what fign, tans do the iky make ber 
Kal, The Crab. [go? 
Sprig. am— There, Jane; Iknow’d it wasn’t Wirge. 
I {aid fo.——. 
Jenny. Hold your prate, then, fablitheedo > — 
Your Meatter’s wife, and know’d it afore you. 
Kal, Now for the bard :—Athwart his telefcope, 
May no malignant planet damp his hope! — 
May no eclipfes make his profpett black ! 
Sprig. Nor no bad fign in all his Zody-wack. 
Kal, With mirth, may eyes, like ftars be twinkling 
Friend F lourith, don’t you join in ‘this? δ  [merrily! 
Fics. Yea verily. 
Sprig. I with him right good luck, now, by my figgins! 
Jenny. And happy as a bride, like Jenny Spriggins. 
Kal. Come then—‘io the. Audience) —~You, Libra, or 
the Balance, hold; . 
Applaud him, and he’ll feel like Leo bold; 
If you condemn—for Fortune is precarious— 
His eyes muft then be govern’d by Aquarius. 


DRAMATIC 


DRAMATI [Cc REPOSITORY," 

No. 19). Great Roffel Street, Covent Garden. 

. BARKER. refpeétfully:sinforms the~ Public, 
that he hasa Colle@tion of Prays on Sale, which, 
confidered either as to its Extent or Rarity, has 
{carcely been equalled, having been upwards of 
Thirty Years accumulating and confiderably en- 
riched from the Libraries of 


SHELDON, ESQ. | MR. HENDERSON 
MAJOR PEARSON © DUKE OF BRIDGEWATER 
DR. WRIGHT DR. FARMER 
MR. DODD ' G. STEEVENS, ESQ. 
ΜΆ. MACKLIN ! MR. FORSTER, | 


“MR, REED, Ge. Se. 


In this Affemblage will be found. the orid1nat 
Editions of our moit valuablé Writers; as, . 


SHAKESPEARE © MIDDLETON SHIRLEY | 
JONSON WEBSTER DAVENANT | 

* CHAPMAN BEAUM.&FLETCHER| GLAPTHORNE 
HEYWOOD MASSINGER KILLIGREW, ἄς ἄς 


Subjoined to thefe, are the more modern AUrHoRs 
to which every Article is added, as foon 
as publifhed, , 


This Day is publifhed, 
PRICE FIFTEEN SHILLINGS, 
A New Edition, with very large Additions, of 


COMMENTS 


ON THE 


Several Editions of Shakefpeare’s Plays, 
Extended to thofe of Matons and Srzzvens, 
By the Right Hon. JOHN. MONK MASON, 
Printed for J. Banxer, (Dramatic Repofitery) Great Ruffell- 
ftreet, Covent-garden, 
Alf, A few Remaining Copies of 

MURPHY’s WORKS, 7 vol. 

MASSINGER’s WORKS, 4 vol. Witb Critical and Explana: 
tory Notes, by Gifford | 


a 


Did jPlaps 
Bought, or taken in Exchange. 


Published by J. Barker, 


‘GREAT RUSSELL STREET, COVENT CaRDeni | 


FIVE MILES OFF. or THE FINGER POST, 2: } . H 
WALENTNE and ORSON, us 6d me ἢ | ΡΝ 
NAVAL LAR, 13 6a" - ὦν ὃγ Τὶ Dibdia, τ΄ 
pa ΤΙ δε δεῦν, te6d . ΓΝ ἜΗΝ 
, 2: δά. . ee 
DISCKET iON, aComedy, 25 δά ἢ ες ἜΝ 
jor che Daughter,Comedy 52560 HT SIRS ΤῊΝ 
CAPT onsPIrBUaG 1s 6d by P. Hoare. ead. 
CHAINS ofthe HEART, 236d | id Sud. ΚΡ ee 
THREE and the DEUGE, 2% oy ae 
YOUNG AR, τς δὰ ὌΝ ΣΟ ΣΕ Genesis 
ADRIAN and ORILLA, 26d ὦ i ad Bare 
YOUTH, LOVE end FOLLY, ts δὰ. ὩΣ ΟΝ ΤΣ ΕΝ 
SEA SIDESTORY, ts δὰ P by W. Dimond, fons 


HERO of the NORTH, Hit. Play, 296d 
HUNTER, of the ALPS, as δὰ 
VETERAN TAR, Comic Opera, ἐς 6d 
SHIPWRECK, 1s | ἐν}. 5. Arnold. 
6s FOUL UL DEEDS WES. rp 1s δὰ 

HERMIT, or Rambles in Dorfetthire, ts 62 
Lifes ¥ : sak ΤΙ ders at Brighton, ὃ 
IRISH nders at Bri Hd Ἔ 
LITTLE HUNCHBACK, 1s pee a ioeer 
TONY LUMPKIN in TOWN, 18 
BIRTH-DAY, or, the Prince of Arragon, τ δὰ 


TRIP tothe NORE, τὲ | 

WANDERING JEW, 15 ξ on Remy 
FEIT, 2s 

BROTHERS saved 236d - ΤῊ 

IMPOSTORS, aComedy, 25 Ὁ “by Cambertanas ᾿ 


EOX-LOBBY CHALLENGEs 2¢ | 
FASHIONABLE LOVER,Com. zs6ds 
ABROAD and at ΜΕ an ee 2s, 


RED CROSS KNIGHTS, ‘by, Holman. 

WAY to “ag se ν᾽ τΑρθβμ ᾿ 

ALL ata WRONG, a Comedy, , ΤῊΝ 
ARMINIUS, or the Champion of of ‘theny, és 6d ‘by’ Arthor Murphy. 


RIVAL SISTERS, 1s 6d: ~ bcc. ἊΣ 
VORTIGERN, an Hiftorical razedy gepretented at the . 
Theatre Royal, Drnry-Lane ; ‘arid : 
HENRY the SECOND, an Higtorical Drama ; forrcied [4΄: 
* to be Written by the Author of VorTIGERN. 
SICILIAN ROMANCE, an Opera, by H. Siddons, 15° ~ 
WIDOW of MALABAR, ‘a Tragedy, by Mifs Starke, " δὰ 
COLUMBUS, an Hittorital: Play, by Morton, as 60: 
SHE STOOPS TO CONQUER, by O. Goldfmith, 38 
RICHARD CCEUR DE LION, 1s δὰ 
BOLD STROKE frra HUSBAND, by Mrs, Cowley, 2 28 
CLANDESTINE MARRIAGE, by Garrick and Colman, 1364 


CHAPTER of ACCIDENTS, a Comedy, by Mifs Lee,,12 6d: fee é - 


SPOIL’D CHILD, a Farce, 1s 6d 

THE SULTAN, or a Peep into the Seraglio, τῷ ᾿ 
SIXTY-THIRD LETTER, by W C. ey Ng 1s δὰ 
OF AGE TO-MORRGW, ἃ ‘Farce, τ» 6a 

THE SCHOOL FOR FRIENDS, 5 Comedy, by Mifs heme rss 28 δὰ 
SPANISH DOLLAKS,.a Fartey by Mr, Chey, 3 τι. 
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